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PREFACE 


Wi oi the writing of this brief preface, I am con- 
cluding one of the most interesting and blessed 

tasks the Lord has ever given me to do. In the 
midst of what we all know to be the “spice of life,” the 
Lord has enabled me, chapter by chapter, to do this work 
for Him. While waiting for trains at stations; in bump- 
ing third-class carriages of Indian railway travel; in way- 
side inns, which in India we call dak bungalows; under 
the shade of nym trees by the roadside, after preaching in 
villages; in the midst of the multitudinous interruptions 
of a mission station; in the noise of the city and in the 
stillness of the jungle; in sickness and in health; in early 
morning, at lazy Oriental noontide, and often late at night, 
I have worked to finish the task I now send forth. 
Not that it is worthily done. The Lord would have had 
me do better if I had trusted Him more implicitly. Yet I 
have ‘seen His hand at work for me, because He wanted 
this book written to show forth His praise in the life it 
attempts to describe. And if the opposition of the enemy, 
while I have worked, is an indication of the blessing God 
will give, then the work will not have been in vain. 

A debt of gratitude is acknowledged to all those kind 
friends who have helped by sending material, and espe- 
cially would I thank my dear friend and brother, the Rev. 
R. F. C. Schwedler, for his most generous efforts to make 
the information as nearly complete as the limited time we 
have had would allow. Acknowledgment of the generous 
courtesy of Messrs. Morgan and Scott, of London, in per- 
mitting us to quote from the admirable work entitled Our 
Daily Homily, by Dr. F. B. Meyer, is gratefully made; 
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also to Messrs. Marshall Brothers, of London, for a few 
quotations from Hymns of Consecration and Faith. 

With praise and gratitude to the God of all grace, I 
now commit the results into His hands. 


E. R. Carner. 
Amraoti City, Berar, India. 


INTRODUCTION 


N PERUSING the advance sheets of this splendidly- 
written biography of the Reverend Edward D. White- 
side, the writer has been deeply impressed with the 

_ far-reaching influence exerted by the life herein por- 
trayed. “And the half has not been told,” because the full 
story of such a life will never be known until the roll is 
called, and the victors of faith are acclaimed. 

In contemplating such a life, with all its ramifications, 
and their amplifications, one is reminded of the Apostle 
John, when he contemplated. the works of Christ, with all 
their attendant results, following down through the ages, 
and multiplying as they go, who exclaimed: “I suppose 
that even the world itself could not contain the books that 
should be written.” 

Our first meeting with Brother Whiteside was at the 
First Annual State Convention of the Pennsylvania Alli- 
ance, held in the city of Harrisburg. It was on this 
occasion that we formed our first and lasting opinions of 
this silent man of God, who, in all the years that have 
followed, proved to be one of the very few men who 
never disappointed, but was always just what we expected 
him to be,—or better. 

When, as a young Baptist minister, we first started out 
in a life of entire consecration to God, we took for our 
motto: “The highest-possible type of Christian life and 
service.” As we cast about us for an exemplification of 
our ideal, we found many who approached, but none who 
so perfectly filled the requirements, as did Edward D. 
Whiteside. He lived absolutely by faith. He preached 
and lived the fourfold Gospel. He was a perfect gentle- 
man. As Mr. Christie has explained, he was almost em- 
barrassingly courteous, meeting trains in person, whether 
early or late, insisting on carrying the bag. He was also 
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exceedingly gullible, because he took everybody at face- 
value. He considered everybody innocent until they were 
proven guilty. This was especially true regarding 
preachers. 

We remember once receiving a letter from him urging 
us to make immediate arrangements for a certain Chris- 
tian worker, (one who worked the Christians,) who was 
holding meetings with him, at the time, in Pittsburgh. 
We had never met the aforesaid Christian “worker,” but 
had seen his literature, and had no intentions of inviting 
him; but within forty-eight hours we received a second 
letter from Brother Whiteside, asking us to please disre- 
gard his first letter, and cancel any arrangements we might 
have made. That was all,—he laid no charges, and ex- 
pressed no adverse opinion. We once heard him say that 
if he ever formed an opinion, or rendered a decision, 
standing on his feet, that he was always compelled to re- 
verse himself when he got on his knees. 

However, these blunders were not nearly so serious a 
matter with Brother Whiteside as they would have been 
with the average man, because he had such a beautiful 
way of getting out of them. We remember once going to 
Pittsburgh to speak at an all-day meeting, and being 
shocked to find that he had invited a most unworthy pair 
of returned missionaries (God had returned them) to be 
the speakers of the evening. They were advertised, and 
also on hand for the occasion. We told him frankly what 
a miserable disappointment they had been in our own Mis- 
sionary Convention, but he made no reply, and apparently 
no attempt to change things. When the time came for the 
missionary address, Mr. Whiteside introduced the mis- 
sionary speaker, and immediately retired to an anteroom, 
The speaker had not proceeded far with his address when 
he began to flounder; soon he was lost. His wife, sensing 
his dilemma, stepped up to his side and whispered some- 
thing to him. This furnished him a fresh start, but soon 
it was lost again. Once more she stepped up to assist him, 
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but this time his confusion was so great that a further 
attempt was impossible. Mr. Whiteside, who had re- 
turned to the platform by this time, in a most dignified 
manner announced the next speaker. This relieved the 
embarrassment, and the incident seemed to be forgotten. 
Of course, the missionary received his traveling expenses 
and honorarium; so there was no chance for bitterness 
‘and wounded feelings. We afterward learned that they 
both were drug addicts. When we were walking home, 
Brother Whiteside remarked, with suppressed merriment, 
“Did you observe how beautifully God wound that fellow 
up tes 

Although Mr. Whiteside always had a pungent, helpful 
message, he was never considered a popular preacher. If 
he were invited to large gatherings, it was for a prayer 
ministry, rather than as a platform man. This has always 
been a perplexing question to us; we could never under- 
stand why popularity should be given first place, while 
deep spirituality is looked upon simply as an auxiliary. 

We remember one instance where Mr. Whiteside and 
the popular speaker of the convention (who afterward 
told us the story) were entertained in the same room. 
When they retired, each kneeled to pray. The popular 
man soon finished, and turned in for the night. Being 
weary, he slept soundly until morning. Opening his eyes, 
and looking toward Mr. Whiteside’s bed, he was surprised 
to see the silent man still upon his knees. He had spent 
the night in silent supplication. No doubt a considerable 
part of his prayer was in behalf of the man who was 
snoring in the other bed! 

Reference has also been made to the atmosphere of 
prayer which seemed to pervade Mr. Whiteside’s home. 
It was almost uncanny. The last word of a sentence 
would be whisked away from one, as if it had been 
snatched by an impatient heavenly Messenger, and carried 
up to God; or, as the biographer has expressed it, caught 
in the strong draft of a connecting “shaft.” We once 
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mentioned this to Mr. Whiteside. He simply replied, 
without the slightest change of facial expression, “Others 
have said the same thing.” 

The extraordinary way in which Mr. Whiteside seemed 
to draw physical strength from the resurrected Christ (for 
he was never a rugged man) was ever a source of wonder 
to the onlooker. 

In 1923, just a short time previous to the Annual Coun- 
cil at Chicago, word reached Headquarters that our be- 
loved Whiteside had “gone to his bed for the last time.” 
Of course, there was much prayer and fasting for his 
recovery, but we must admit we thought it almost pre- 
sumption when he appeared at the opening of Council; 
but he seemed to get stronger every day, attending the ses- 
sions and taking as active a part as usual. 

Several years later, we were passing through Pitts- 
burgh, and although we had heard that his strength was 
greatly impaired, we had a great desire to see him. Ac- 
cordingly, an appointment was made by telephone. When 
we arrived, we were met with the information that a very 
inconsiderate company of friends from a suburban town 
had spent two hours with him, and that he had just been 
assisted to his room, and would be unable to see us. How- 
ever, learning that we had arrived, he sent word that if we 
could wait five minutes he would be down. The mes- 
senger delivered the word, with a slow shake of the head; 
but exactly in five minutes he appeared with a youthful 
step and heavenly smile, and the same charming courtesy 
that always characterized him. He talked for thirty min- 
utes, urging us to remain longer. When we refused, he 
accompanied us to the door, giving us his blessing and a 
happy farewell. 

In closing this brief and most imperfect introduction, 
may we be permitted to say that we have every reason to 
believe that this book contains not one extravagant ex- 
pression or a single overdrawn illustration. 

Wiuiam T. MacArtuur. 
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CHAPTER I 


“When God raises up a man for special service, He first works 
in that man the principles which later on are, through his labors 
and influence, to be the means of widespread blessing to the Church 
and to the world.” 


—D. E. Hoste, in Introduction to Hudson Taylor 
in Early Years. 


WHEN GOD MAKES A MAN: INTRODUCING A 
MAN OF PRAYER 


A FEW months ago we sat, one day, in the little audi- 
torium of Breeks Memorial School in Ootacamund, 
southern India, and waited with others for what is 
there called the “Speech Day” exercises. On the walls of 
that room hung pictures, in neat and simple frames, of 
historical events and of beautiful places in England and 
other lands, and portraits of men who had achieved great 
things in life and had served their respective generations 
well. The pictures were interesting, but more interesting 
still were some lists of names that hung on either side of 
the room, with these words above them—‘ROLL OF 
HONOR.” Those names represented the young lives 
that had gone forth from that school in years past, leaving 
behind them shining records as students, in regard to con- 
duct and scholarship. 

The principal of the school is a humble, capable, Bible- 
believing man, who had his call from God to give the ad- 
vantages of a good preparatory school to the sons and 
daughters of missionaries and other Europeans in India, 
far from “home” and therefore in great need of such an 
institution. He and his staff of teachers, for they are all 
imbued with the same ideals, watch over the boys and girls 
who are put in their care, teach them thoroughly, mark 
them closely, and finally, give special honor to those whose 
achievements make them worthy of honor. They are 
making men. 

Only a few of the aggregate number of students have 
their names put on the honor roll, for it is one of the 
traditions of the school that the standards must be kept 
high; that only the really deserving ones, who are up to 
the mark in conduct, and who pass the examinations sent 
out from Cambridge university, may have their names on 
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that roll. And when a bright lad, and noble, is found, 
who always plays fair on the field of sport; whose con- 
duct, in study hours and out, is clean and wholesome; 
and whose capacity for imbibing knowledge puts him in 
the forefront—when such a lad is found those in author- 
ity delight to give him the praise that is due him. And on 
“Speech Day” the principal’s heart has a peculiar thrill 
and his voice a special ring when he announces the names 
and recounts the work of such students. 

It is not irreverent to say that our God, too, is carrying 
on a school. He, too, is making men—the men who are 
to reign with Him in the coming ages. The “traditions” 
of His school are higher than in any other in the universe; 
each winner must measure up to the standards set, for 
though His name and His nature is Love, God is no re- 
specter of persons. The marking must needs be close, 
for those whom He honors are to be honored to all eter- 
nity. There are certain conditions laid down for those 
who would enter His school, yet “whosoever will may 
come” and, meeting those conditions, may join the lists 
for the great rewards that will be given on Speech Day! 
And when the Master finds one whom His all-seeing eye 
knows to be worthy of a place on His roll of honor how 
great must be His joy. For God has sons and sons, and 
though His love is impartial and for all, He finds only 
now and then a child whose conduct is so uniformly con- 
sistent, whose faithfulness and loyalty to the things that 
are true are such that he deserves to receive the special 
approbation of his Lord and have his name writ high in 
God’s hall of fame. 

And the great Headmaster and Principal has a “Speech 
Day” program prepared, when He will confess before His 
Father and the holy angels and the assembled universe the 
illustrious names of those who have been especially apt at 
learning the great lessons of faith and loyalty and love 
which His wondrous grace had planned for them. And 
His infinite heart will thrill and His voice, “as the voice 
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of many waters,” will be sweetest music as He presents 
them faultless before the presence of His glory with ex- 
ceeding joy. All the redeemed will live with Him forever 
but only the roll-of-honor ones will wear a crown. They 
shall reign with Him forever. 

The name of Edward D. Whiteside will be found on 
God’s Roll of Honor. With this conviction and assur- 
ance the writer begins this biographical sketch and be- 
lieves that the title chosen is accurate and not fulsome. 
Because, while Pittsburgh has had many men who prayed, 
and, thank God, has praying men still, Pittsburgh had not 
in the past generation or the present, we believe, any other 
man of whom it can be stated so truthfully that he was the 
praying man of Pittsburgh. If Andrew Carnegie might 
justly have been called the iron-and-steel king of Pitts- 
burgh, and if Samuel P. Langley might honestly have 
been termed the great scientist of Pittsburgh, then E. D. 
Whiteside, in the same way, by the same kind of reason- 
ing, was, in his day, the praying man of Pittsburgh. 

Every man’s life has a keynote, and the keynote of this 
life was prayer. But it was prayer with heights and 
depths of meaning into which only a few, even among 
God’s true sons and daughters, have entered. For this life 
reveals the fact that prayer is something different from 
counting beads and saying words, something more than 
just asking God for things and getting them. ‘This life 
shows that true prayer is the fellowship of a spiritual son 
with his Father in heaven. And the outward life of such 
a son is proof that the love-hungry heart of the Father is 
delighted when He can find a child of His very own, able, 
persistently and through a lifetime of years, to turn un- 
seeing eyes to our “garish day,” and deaf ears to its many 
siren voices, and keep clear vision of the things eternal 
and an ear so unjaded that it habitually hears His gentle 
whispers of love. Such was the life of E. D. Whiteside. 
He lived so constantly in the presence of Christ that fresh- 
ness, fragrance, and fruitfulness were as natural in him 
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as are these qualities in the flowers and trees that receive 
the distilled dews of heaven and that have roots which 
“day and night” drink from “rivers of water.” His leaf 
also has not whithered and whatsoever he did has pros- 
pered. 

This life was not ordinary. No God-owned life can be 
that. When the Lord Jesus gets possession of a heart, 
even if it be but a little heart apart from Him, He stamps 
it with infinity and it becomes a Great-heart. And when 
He gets possession of a choice heart, endowed with natural 
nobleness and unusual gifts, and that heart becomes en- 
dued with the Holy Spirit’s anointing and sinks self out 
of sight, allowing Christ to shine through all its gifts, then 
indeed there is seen the marvel of God’s grace and the 
wonder of His loving kindness; then, indeed, do we see 
a man whom God has made. 

This truly humble and selfless man, always hiding be- 
hind the Person of the Lord Jesus Christ and keeping his 
own name and presence in the background, in order that 
Christ, only Christ might “be seen, be known, be heard,” 
. should be made a subject of careful investigation by all 
who want to know God. Not that this servant of God 
would want such attention, but that further glory may 
come to the Lord Jesus, Who is the Secret of each life 
that is lastingly beautiful. And it will be found that back 
of the life of E. D. Whiteside as this great secret. It will 
be seen that the life he lived could be lived only because 
he was crucified with Christ and lived by- the faith of the 
Son of God, Who loved him, and gave Himself for him. 
God raised him up for such a time as this, to show to all 
who are willing to behold, that even in this “excessively 
outward age’ a man may live in the secret, inner chamber 
of God’s presence and, living there, may learn what life 
really means and, in turn, interpret that meaning to others; 
may pray in secret and be rewarded openly; may be alone 
with God so much that men will take knowledge of Him, 
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as they did long ago of the first followers of the Lord, 
that he has “been with Jesus.” 

And if through the reading of this so unworthy sketch 
of so worthy a life even a few hearts are led to live much 
of their time in the secret presence of God, as did this 
man of prayer, then thousands of future prayers will be 
answered, thousands of lives be blessed, and the Lord 

“ Jesus be honored and His name glorified. 


CHAPTER Tf 


Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling-place in all generations. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, 

Or ever Thou hadst formed the earth or the world. 

Even from everlasting to everlasting, Thou art God. 


Let Thy work appear unto Thy servants, 
And Thy glory unto their children. 
And let the beauty of the Lord our God be upon us: 
And establish Thou the work of our hands upon us; 
Yea, the work of our hands establish Thou it. 
—Psalm XC. 


THE HERITAGE OF THE PAST: PRAYING 
FORBEARS 


AN you picture one of those rare, old-fashioned 
mothers, loving and wise and true, sitting near a 
bright little lad, whose face holds promise of up- 

rightness, loyalty and a sturdy will? He has just had a 
whipping and his mouth is firmly set, though he is not 
rebellious. That mother, divinely guided, has laid aside 
the unspared rod that keeps her precious son from being 
spoiled, and this is what she says, “Now, Edward, we are 
going to pray.” And long years afterwards, when that 
little lad had grown to be a mature man, whose life had 
fulfilled all that his bright face then held in prophecy, and 
oh, so much more, he said, with such a beautiful smile of 
loving memory, “I could stand the whippings my mother 
gave me, but I could not stand her prayers.” They broke 
him all up. Is it any wonder that he grew to be such a 
splendid man when God gave him such a splendid mother? 

“Whippings” and “prayers”! How seldom they go to- 
gether and how seldom do the children of uncounted 
thousands of homes receive either the one or the other 
in our lax and lawless day! And who can measure the 
awful loss to those uncounted multitudes of unwhipped, 
unprayed-for, undisciplined children, who go out from 
such homes? “Disobedient to parents’ first, then lawless 
and destructive to society afterwards, they go on their 
unrestrained way, missing the highest and best things of 
life and vainly imagining that they are free. Oh, for a 
widespread revival of the wholesome “scutchings’” which 
used to follow the impish pranks of childhood! And, oh, 
for fathers and mothers who can administer, on occasion, 
a dose of “hickory oil”—that is what my dear daddy used 
to call it!—and then kneel down with the child which 
needed it and humbly and lovingly ask God to bless the 
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boy and guide his feet into the way of peace; to bless ae 
girl and shield her from her own silly ways. 

How fortunate E. D. Whiteside was in the mother he 
Lord gave him may be inferred from the foregoing pic- 
ture out of his childhood. And he was fortunate in the 
father God gave him and in the grandfathers and grand- 
mothers of generations farther back. He did not plan for 
a biography. To have done so would not have been con- 
sistent with his life, so free from thoughts of self, and we 
are left with only fragments of information about his 
early past. But the fragments we have been able to find 
are like beautiful cross-sections of a tree which was sturdy 
and healthy. “Visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon 
the children unto the third and fourth generation of them 
that hate me,” does not apply to the subject of this book. 
But, “showing mercy unto thousands of them that love 
me, and keep my commandments,’ is very appropriate 
and applicable. 

In the colonial days of American history, and a few 
years prior to the Revolution of the Colonies, his maternal 
grandfather, Joseph Barlow, born in 1761, was one of a 
well-to-do family at Amboy, New Jersey. And his mater- 
nal grandmother, named Martha Wright, lived then with 
her parents on the family estate or plantation, adjoining 
that of the Vanderbilt family, on Staten Island. She was 
born on St. Valentine’s day in the year 1769. Both these 
ancestors, therefore, were children while the Revolution- 
ary War was in progress, and both families were loyal to 
the British crown. After the war, or in 1784, these two 
families, with others, left the States and emigrated to 
Canada. It is hence easy to trace the inherited spirit of 
loyalty to whatever he believed to be right in Rev. E. D. 
Whiteside. He came by it naturally, and that fine trait 
shone beautifully in his consistent faithfulness to his God 
first, and then to all his friends and associates. ‘Had he 
been a man of the world he would have been a royal 
friend and a noble enemy. He would have ‘fought it out’ 
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with his opponent and then have said, ‘To the victor belong 
the spoils.’” Thus writes one of his Pittsburgh friends— 
a long-time member of his great parish. And her discern- 
ment is accurate, as all who knew Mr. Whiteside will 
agree. In 1788, four years after these conservative an- 
cestors landed at St. John, New Brunswick, and one hun- 
_ dred years before Mr. Whiteside came to Pittsburgh, the 
wedding bells were ringing for the marriage of the fine 
young couple who were to be his maternal grandparents. 
Eighteen years later was born the little Martha, the ninth 
in her family, who was to be the choice mother of the 
choice man whose story we seek to tell in these pages. 

The following excerpt from a letter written to Mr. 
Whiteside by that mother when she was seventy years 
old, and when he was in his late twenties, will tell you 
much of the beauty of her character. It will tell you, too, 
of the unfeigned faith which dwelt in his grandmother, 
Martha Wright, and in his mother, Martha Barlow, and 
then in himself : 


My Dear Son Edward: 

I thankfully received your kind letter last week, 
and am thankful for the good advice contained there- 
in, and the beautiful piece of poetry. I take your 
advice and give all to Christ. I feel that He is my 
Refuge and Saviour, my All and in All. He has His 
everlasting arms under and round about me. I feel 
His presence is with me all the time. He has spared 
me a great many years and I may say from my youth 
up He has watched over me. When I look back I 
see so many dangers I have been kept from and I 
know I could not have escaped in my own strength. 
When I was a young child, my mother opened the 
home and a prayer meeting was held there every 
week and the local preacher would come from the 
city—there was no meeting in Portland at the time. 
They put their hands on my head and said, “Won't 
you give your heart to God?” Then and there I 
made up my mind to serve the Lord. It was many 
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years after that before I really did so and, oh, how 
many temptations I have been subject to! I know it 
was the Lord Jesus who was watching over me and 
restraining me all the time. 

After I was converted I had a time with the devil. 
I could not tell the time or the place when the change 
took place, but I knew it had taken place, for all 
things were changed and all things had become new. 
I went to prayer meeting one night very happy. I 
had no sooner sat down than the old devil was there 
to plague me. He said, “You think you are a Chris- 
tian but you are not, for if you were you could tell 
the place and the time you were saved. As you can- 
not tell it, you are deceiving yourself and others.” 
Then he said, “Every one in this room knows that 
you are a deceiver and a hypocrite.” I thought if the 
floor would open and let me down I should be so 
thankful, and as soon as the meeting closed I hurried 
out and would not stop to speak to anyone, and I said 
to myself, “This must be settled before I sleep to- 
night.” As soon as I got to the house I ran up to my 
room and knelt down before Christ to settle it. I 
was not on my knees two minutes before I heard a 
voice saying, “Daughter, your sins are all forgiven 
you.” I looked up and the room was lit up with the 
most beautiful light that I had ever seen or ever will 
see until I get where there is no darkness. Has not 
the Lord been good to me? Oh, I shall praise Him 
when I get home! I am longing to go and have never 
had a doubt cross my mind from that day to this, 
that I am fully the Lord’s. Oh, bless His holy name! 
I feel a thousand devils could not make me believe 
otherwise....... Your loving 
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The Lord did not immediately satisfy her longing to go 
home and’be with Him. For nearly another score of years 
He kept her waiting and, when it came, the end was peace. 
Another of her sons, Mr. Henry Whiteside, wrote to Mr. 
Whiteside at the time, February, 1893, as follows: 
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_ “She slept quietly away into the arms of the Sav- 
ROE sn Yesterday she was up and dressed as usual 
and her appetite was good, and she ate her breakfast 
with relish this morning. Tonight she is drinking 
the new wine of her Saviour’s love in His kingdom. 
alts Very few sons have had such a good mother 
as God gave to us, and we by His grace will meet her 
in glory.” 


She was “one of the finest Christian characters, loved 
by everyone who knew her,” wrote another witness, years 
later. 

And Mr. Whiteside’s father was of the same type. He 
came from England while still a young man, made his 
home at St. John, New Brunswick, and in time came to 
be recognized as one of its leading citizens. For fifty 
years he was an official in the customs department, and he 
was also an official in the old Centenary Methodist Church 
there. “His name was a synonym for uprightness, honor, 
integrity, and true Christianity,” writes a reliable author- 
ity. In 1877 a great fire swept St. John and almost 
destroyed it. In the flames of that conflagration the 
Whiteside home was consumed, and also their beloved 
church home. Mr. Henry Whiteside, father of E. D. 
Whiteside, then moved to Sussex, Nova Scotia, and only 
a year or two later went to his eternal home. The follow- 
ing words from one of his letters to his son, written at St. 
John, March 21, 1876, are worthy of being recorded, in- 
asmuch as they reveal his father heart: 


Beloved Edward: We are happy to hear that your 
health is much better since your journey to Albany, 
N. Y. We trust by the blessing of God that your 


health will soon be fully restored...... God bless and 
prosper you in your body and soul, and also in your 
business...... I remain, 


Your affectionate and loving father, 
H. A. W8HITESIDE. 
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Yet once more we quote, from a letter of Mr. White- 
side’s brother Henry, written a fortnight after their 
mother’s funeral, from St. John: 


Dear Brother Ed: 

I received your very kind letter, which I value very 
much, as it is the outcome of a pure and honest heart. 
As a general thing, men distrust their own flesh, but 
the more I have to do with the world, the more I 

' thank God for our lineage; it is seldom that on both 
sides of the house so many persons of honorable 
character are found, and made so by the righteous- 
ness of Jesus Christ. 


Flesh and blood do not inherit the kingdom of God. 
This is acknowledged by all who know God, yet it is a 
blessing for which to be grateful, humbly and deeply, if 
one has an ancestry of honorable character, made so by 
the righteousness of Jesus Christ. 

And now we shall notice what has been found concern- 
ing Mr. Whiteside’s own generation. Again the amount 
of information is limited, but it is satisfactory, and we 
believe that much may be pictured which is not told but 
which would have to be true because of what is told. And 
once more we say, thank God for the good old-fashioned 
homes where righteousness and love live together and 
work together for the eternal weal of the members of such 
homes ! 

Edward Drury Whiteside, born at St. John in 1848, 
was the fourth of “five noble boys.” The list of this fine 
quintet of sons runs thus, Charles, Henry, Frederic, Ed- 
ward and Arthur. Of this group it is stated that they 
were not only useful members of the community where 
they lived, but the influence of their Christian lives ex- 
tended far and wide. They had two sisters also, but these 
died while still very young. Arthur, the Benjamin, as to 
his order in the group, was, like his brother Edward, 
chosen of the Lord for the work of the ministry and was 
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a missionary to the Oka Indians on the far frontier of 
Canada. Later he worked among the hardy frontiersmen 
of Saskatchewan, then in the towns of that province, and 
still later in New Brunswick, his native province. He 
went to be with the Lord only one year before his remain- 
ing brother, Edward. 

Thus worked the grace of God in E. D. Whiteside’s 
" own generation and in generations of his ancestry. Weare 
therefore prepared to find in him those noble traits which 
were born with him and which, afterwards, when he had 
been born from above, grew into such beautiful and fruit- 
ful perfection. Of this we are assured, that the godly 
atmosphere of his childhood home and the wholesome dis- 
cipline of love, in his early years, were always an asset 
after he learned God’s plan for his life and set his face 
like a flint to walk with his Lord and do His will. 


CHAPTER III 


“Neither pray I for these alone, but for them also which shall 


believe on me through their word.” 
John 17: 20. 


BORN FROM ABOVE: A PRAYER OF 
ETERNITY ANSWERED 


AKE the ferry from the Erie Station in Jersey City 

on a bright morning, and cross the broad Hudson 

river to lower Manhattan at Chambers street. Stand 
on the upper front deck while the big engines in the hold 
of your boat push their burden through the maze of water- 
traffic at a speed that would have made the eyes of Robert 
Fulton fairly pop out of his head. Gaze up and down the | 
skyline of New York until your boat semes to be tossing 
you into that skyline, and you will then be looking at one 
of the most exhilarating sights in the world—so far as the 
handiwork of man is concerned. Presently your eyes will 
cease wandering up and down from south to north and 
from north to south, and will stop to gaze with satisfac- 
tion on the recently constructed building of the New York 
Telephone Company. Towering high above all but a few 
of its neighbors, and impressing you not alone with its 
height and the greatness of its mass, but with something 
more than these, it will hold your attention. For it is not 
just big, it is also beautiful. It has measurements as well 
as massiveness, symmetry as well as size. It speaks elo- 
quently of utility, but it has in it, too, the suggestion of 
Utopia. It is a triumph of modern architecture. But 
wait; when your boat has finished its brief but interesting 
journey—like a beautiful life moving across the tide of 
time—and you have passed with its great load of human 
freight out onto the dock at Manhattan, get to the east 
side of the street, running parallel with the river. Now 
walk southward for a few minutes and you will find your- 
self at the foundations of the great building. Stand there 
and bend back your head to look at the top of the building 
—and learn why it is called a skyscraper. Then step in- 
side and find one of its elevators, and be carried smoothly 
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and silently, and as if you were a mere feather, up, up, up, 
till you are as high as you can go. Get a view from there 
of New York City and harbor. See how small the Statue 
of Liberty appears, and the ferry boats which seemed so 
big a moment ago! Look at the pygmies on the streets 
below, and, altogether, enjoy the pleasure of being im- 
pressed by having seen something big and beautiful as 
well as useful. Then, as you look down at the little crea- 
tures on the streets, remember that one of their kind car- 
ried this building, with its mountainlike size, its massive 
foundations, its great, steel skeleton of framework, its 
scores of well appointed rooms, its hundreds of electric 
lamps that send their bright rays from its clear windows 
for miles across the harbor, of an evening—carried it all, 
as it were, in his brain before even a wheel-barrowful of 
earth was excavated for its deep foundations. 

The building is splendid, and it and its kind are attract- 
ing the attention of the whole world to modern American 
architecture. History will record such buildings as being 
among the most worthy of the engineering achievements 
of our times. But the mind which made the building— 
which could plan it from start to finish, in all its thou- 
sands of details; could tell how much of each kind of 
material would be needed; how much would be the cost; 
how many months would be required for its construction; 
in a word, saw it all before it came into being and meas- 
ured all of its parts to the nicest fraction of an inch— 
that mind was greater than the building.” 

But what is a “skyscraper” compared with the sky? 
What is the handiwork of man in comparison with the 
handiwork of God? Combine all the skyscrapers man has 
ever built into one huge structure—put into it the tower 
of Babel, the pyramids of Egypt, the Colosseum of Rome, 
the Taj Mahal of Agra, all the buildings, ancient and 
modern, which have made frail little men of sin imagine 
that they were something in themselves; combine them all 
in one, make it as beautiful and as useful as you will and 
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place it beside one of God’s smallest worlds—like ours— 
and what have you but a microscopic speck of dust? 

In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth; 
planned and made the ages; filled the heavens with 
myriads of stars and filled each atom with an astral sys- 
tem. He created angels and men and knew them all in 
- eternity, “when as yet there was none of them.” It is to 
the glory and wonder of His name that before a star shone 
in the heavens He planned all the hundreds of millions of 
them, knew them by name, then brought them into exist- 
ence by the fiat of His Word, and sent them singing in 
their orbits, to declare His glory and show His handi- 
work. He created them “not in vain” but with a pur- 
pose. Men talk of changing their plans because of the 
“exigencies of circumstances.” But God made His infinite 
and eternal plans and challenges men and devils, including 
the prince of devils, to make all the exigencies their pride 
and ambition and hate and rebellion can invent. His plans 
are not thwarted; His systems roll on to the perfect con- 
summation of His eternal purposes. And no problem 
created by man or Satan has ever made an emergency that 
His infinite mind had not foreseen, or a problem that His 
infinite heart had not solved. 

But be it remembered, and who can forget it? that 
there is an exigency in God’s universe, and there now 
exists a problem of tragedy which none but an infinite and 
omnipotent God of holiness and love could solve. And 
our God has solved it—solved it at infinite cost, in the past 
of eternity, before He made a star or an angel or a man. 
When the Lord Jesus crowned His material creation with 
man, how beautiful that man must have been! When first 
he came from the hands of his God, a “living soul” in the 
image and likeness of his Creator, what a climax for a 
creation! But He whose name is Love could not be satis- 
fied with less than love akin to His own in return, and it 
was the inescapable demand of that love that man should 
be endowed with the high and awful power of choice. He 
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must choose to believe the word of his Maker, and be 
loyal, when he had the power to be disloyal; must love 
God deliberately and from choice and not as a machine 
which does what it does because it can not do otherwise. 
Those who believe what God has said and who have eyes 
to see the sins and sufferings of the lost race which we 
are, know what happened when the test came. Had God 
failed? Had He planned a program which He could not 
complete? Had He intended to build a tower without 
sitting down first to count the cost, whether He had suf- 
ficient to finish it (Luke 14:28)? Not in all eternity has 
such a thing happened, nor ever can! Before He laid the 
foundation of the universe He “knew all men,” “knew 
what was in men’—the wrecked man that we see in the 
world today, the man we know ourselves to be—grace 
apart. 

And He also “did foreknow” the ones who would re- 
spond to His grace toward fallen man and had found the 
Ransom for their souls. Even then He gave His Son, 
that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, and 
then, as now, “across the dark sea of death, the cross of 
Jesus [had] brought Him and His own.” And, there- 
fore, when sin abounded grace did much more abound, 
not as an afterthought, as of a god who was experiment- 
ing, but all a part of God’s all-knowing mind, all-mighty 
arm and all-loving heart. And so it followed that when 
Abel’s blood flowed into the shuddering earth, from 
wounds made by the cruel hand of hate, his spirit went 
into the presence of God more beautiful than Adam had 
ever been. For Abel’s spirit, “by faith,” had been re- 
created and he went to God, not as a child of the first 
Adam, but as a member of a new race whose Federal 
Head is the last Adam. And as really as by flesh and 
blood we were born members of the first man’s race, so 
really is each trusting heart made a member of the second 
Man’s family, the new and better race. The old colored 
“auntie,” whose heart God’s grace had touched and whose 
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mind His Spirit had enlightened, expressed what each 
child of God must feel, from faithful Abel down to the 
last member of Christ’s completed body, when she said, 
“T's glad I’s in de ’rangement.” 

How majestically God does His work! How beauti- 
fully He comes to each redeemed soul! We have seen in 
‘the foregoing chapter that Mr. Whiteside had a praying 
mother. Her prayers interceded for him all through his 
childhood and followed him when, in his teens, he left 
home to go out into the great unexplored world. Perhaps 
not then, but surely afterwards, he understood that her 
prayers wrought mightily toward bringing him to Christ. 
But Christ Himself had prayed for him in the ages past. 
When our Great High Priest uttered the prayer of the 
seventeenth chapter of John, He included in the infinite 
reach of His petitions all who should afterwards believe 
in Him. And is our theology wrong if we say, all who 
had before believed in Him? Had not God anticipated 
this great prayer of His Son when His Spirit drew from 
the paths of sin to lives of faith each and every Old Testa- 
ment saint? Bishop Bickersteth rightly says, ‘Prayer 
grasps eternity.” But if this can be said of all true prayer 
how much more can it be said of the great prayer of the 
Lord Jesus, uttered just a little while before He laid down 
His life for the sheep He loved? Down through the cen- 
turies its power swept, including all who would yield to 
the gentile voice of God’s Spirit, who has come, even as 
the Lord Jesus came, to seek and to save that which was 
lost. 

And Edward D. Whiteside heard His voice and be- 
lieved in the atoning power of Jesus’ blood and was saved. 
He was saved from the wrath to come and saved to a life 
of great and beautiful service. It was in Montreal, we 
are told, that this great event for him took place. 

It was in a revival meeting and the incomplete record 
does not make us sure as to the time or place, though, as 
we have said, one friend believes it was in Montreal. But 
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there is nothing indefinite or incomplete about the trans- 
action. He was under conviction and came to the peni- 
tent form, in the old-fashioned way. Doubtless he felt 
that he was seeking God. That is what most of us think, 
at first, when God’s seeking of us becomes consciously 
real. A good old deacon knelt beside him and tried to 
help him. But this young man of sturdy, straight-up- 
and-down honesty would not say he had met God until he 
was certain about it. And so the good brother left him, 
doubtless praying the while. And presently Edward 
Whiteside leaped to his feet with a shout and said, con- 
cerning his peace with God, “I’ve got it!” Later he 
changed the “it” to “Him,” but the “great transaction” 
was done. 

And then began preparation for his life’s work, for God 
called him to preach. As a boy he had attended the public 
schools of St. John, and later the University of New 
Brunswick, also one of the higher institutions of learning 
in Montreal. And now that God had saved him and called 
him to the ministry, it was natural that he should attend a 
Methodist seminary, since all his people were of that com- 
munion. He went to Allison College. We are compelled 
by lack of details of information to pass rapidly over this 
period of his life. And God’s hand, we believe, is in this. 
For the great lesson God would teach us through this 
extraordinary child of His, is the power and blessing of a 
surrendered, prayerful life. And while his experience of 
fellowship with God was above the ordinary even from 
the first, it was not until some time later, as we shall see, 
that he received the full oceantide of God’s love and grace 
for him. Therefore we do not have need of long details 
concerning the period that preceded it. 

After the days of learning letters were over he joined 
the Methodist Episcopal conference of New Brunswick 
and was appointed pastor or assistant pastor in Charlotte- 
town, Prince Edward Island. But God had far-reaching 
purposes in mind for this His disciple, and in order to 
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carry them out He permitted what would have seemed 
strange trial to come to him, were it not for the sequel to 
that trial. And are we not told to think it not strange 
when assailed by fiery trial? Suffering in itself has no 
virtue, but if through suffering we learn to trust and obey 
God, then suffering is a blessing in disguise. Mr. White- 
' side, in early life, was stricken with a serious physical 
malady which threatened to rob him of all enjoyment and 
to keep him from any well-regulated service for the Lord. 
One of his nieces has written that when a little child she 
used to see this uncle rolling in agony with what they then 
called bilious colic, but which probably was gallstones. 
These attacks were so frequent and so severe that he was 
compelled to resign from the ministry. He then came and 
lived for a time with his parents at Sussex. But the Lord 
who redeemed him had not forsaken him. Before he left 
Charlottetown a godly sister of his congregation handed 
him a record of the physical healing of Miss Jennie Smith, 
a railway evangelist, of Maryland. God had marvellously 
healed this handmaiden of paralysis, and had supplied her 
temporal needs in direct answer to prayer. As Mr. White- 
side read this record and then thought of his own suffer- 
ing body, the Holy Spirit whispered to him, for he was 
living near enough to God to hear His voice, “I will do 
the same for you if you will trust me absolutely, as she 
did, for everything.” In speaking of this incident many 
years later, Mr. Whiteside said, “Since that implied a life 
of faith on every line, it seemed to be a big undertaking 
and I did not promptly launch out on God, but sought 
more light on the truth and timidly essayed to venture on 
God for healing, after being anointed by Dr. Cullis, of 
Boston. This was like the Egyptians attempting to cross 
the Red Sea after the example of Israel. Failure was the 
result. Then, my decision was formed to give up the min- 
istry and accept a position requiring an out-door life. 
God did not allow sunshine and air to do the work He had 
designed to do Himself.” 
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No, God has a better cure than even sunshine and fresh 
air and this heir of salvation was to prove it. In later 
years he used often to say to God’s children in trial when 
helping them with his counsel and prayer, “God is taking 
you through this experience in order that He may make 
you a blessing to others who will be in trial similar to 
yours.” And God was now leading him by a road of 
suffering in order that he migh tbe used to prove to hun- 
dreds of others that God Himself loves to be to His suf- 
fering children all that they need for body, soul and spirit. 
In the next chapter we shall seek to trace some of the 
rugged steps of the path that led E. D. Whiteside to this 
great experience. 


CHAPTER IV 


MY GAIN 


>*Twas in my weakness that I learned 
The greatness of God’s might, 

’Twas in my blindness that I saw 
The glory of His light; 

’T was in my need I found the store 
Of riches from above, 

*T was in my sin I realized 
The depths of Jesus’ love; 

*Twas mid the storm I felt the calm 
Of His abiding peace, 

’Twas when all others failed I learned 
His care can never cease; 

*T was in my pain I found the balm 
That heaven alone can give, 

*T was when I suffered death with Him, 
He taught me how to live. 


—KatHErYN FincHey; in The King’s Business. 


CRISES: PRAYER AT LIFE’S PIVOTAL POINTS 


ONCERNING the years between 1877 and 1888, 
Mr. Whiteside says that in them he “roamed 
around,”..... “seeking health and not finding it.” 
And in 1878, while driving down a steep hill in a buggy 
drawn by a race horse, God said to him, “You will be hurt 
but not killed.” The horse ran wildly, the buggy was up- 
set and Mr. Whiteside found himself on his face on the 
ground and sorry that he was alive. And again the Lord 
said to this His child, who was, even then, learning great 
lessons in the school of faith, “I spared your life that you 
might be of service to Me.” “It was the sweetest voice 
I ever heard,” he wrote years later. “The Lord hugged 
me. I laughed and laughed. The doctor said I was the 
strangest man he had ever seen, saying that I laughed 
because I liked to be sewed up!” All of this trying ex- 
perience was part of what Dr. Stalker, in his life of Paul, 
calls “unconscious preparation,” for the “service” which 
the Lord so graciously promised in that crucial hour. 

In this period he tried in various ways to get into busi- 
ness or work that would be conducive to the restoration 
of his health as well as provide for him a livelihood. 
God’s love permitted him to fail at every turn. Through 
it all he sought to serve the Lord, and very tenderly did 
the Lord watch over him, waiting for the time when His 
child would be ready to quit trying to be healed and begin 
to trust. 

And there was still another important part of his prep- 
aration for his life’s work at this stage. This was the 
finding of a wife who was of the Lord’s own choosing. 
The Lord chose for him Miss Annie Hagarty, whose an- 
cestors were “a long line of staunch Protestants,” from 
the north of Ireland. From her early years and at the 
time of their marriage at Sussex, she was a devout soul 
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“of the highest Christian character,” we are told. Many 
a lesser light than she has had a “biography” all her own. 
Of her it must be said that she shared with Mr. Whiteside 
in the truest sense the life of faith and victory which we 
can sketch but briefly in the following chapters. We have 
reserved a special chapter for her, but it will be remem- 
bered that she was with Mr. Whiteside in all the service 
he did. One of Mr. Whiteside’s nieces, whose name we 
do not have, wrote concerning this period of Mr. and Mrs. 
Whiteside’s work, as follows: 


“The newly married couple plunged into Christian 
work from the start. Though he was not able to take 
a church on account of his oft-recurring malady, he 
often preached, and conducted prayer meetings in 
outlying districts, as well as in the centers. They | 
both, at this time, took the greatest interest in Sunday- 
School work, and in work with the young people. 
After a time they moved to St. John and entered into 
service in the Portland Street Methodist Church, and 
for about two years lived there. He, acting as local 
preacher, preached when occasion required and his 
health permitted.” 


We next find them in Connecticut at Hartford and at 
Torrington, “again entering into God’s service with all 
their hearts, as was their custom.” But Mr. Whiteside 
was still looking for health and had hoped that to get 
away from the more rigorous Canadian winters might do 
him good. A business opportunity was now offered him 
which would take him to Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. He 
accepted this offer and on his way to Pittsburgh stopped 
in New York City because he had heard that a Rev. A. B. 
Simpson, who lived there believed that the Lord Jesus 
still heals the sick in answer to the prayer of faith! Mr. 
Whiteside decided to look him up. We quote below what 
he thought of that event in his life, from an article which 
he wrote for The Alliance Weekly, just after Mr. Simp- 
son’s death: 
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“In 1886, while in the work of the Connecticut 
Bible Society and seriously handicapped by ill health, 
it was reported to me that a Rev. A. B. Simpson in 
New York was marvelously used in praying for the 
sick. I was skeptical, but, pressed by my desperate 
condition, went to New York and found the Oberam- 
mergau Theatre, Twenty-third Street, where the 
meetings were held. I sat at a good vantage point to 
scan the situation. Being in mental and physical 
despondency, my reflections were very unfavorable 
as I watched the people coming in, and hesitated 
whether to remain or flee. Presently a noble-looking 
man walked up the center aisle and knelt at the front 
in silent prayer, and then announced the opening 
hymn. Never having seen Mr. Simpson, I surmised 
that it was he, but was sensible of something more 
real than the presence of Mr. Simpson or any man. 
At once the invisible presence of our Lord Jesus be- 
came so real that I was subdued and awed. The brief 
address and the bright testimonies that followed made 
Jesus more and more consciously real, and at the 
close of the testimonies I arose and said, ‘I came here 
completely broken down in health and, being de- 
spondent, cruelly criticized in my mind all I saw. I 
am changed chiefly because of the humble, Christ- 
like spirit evinced by the leader and every one who 
has taken part. I have been made to feel that you 
possess what I lack and must have and am deter- 
mined to have.’ Mr. Simpson seized my hand at the 
close of the meeting and invited me to visit him and 
remain a few days. I did so, and when I returned to 
my home it was with a new vision of Christ and His 
sufficiency, and a new and overwhelming sense of 
God’s grace, making the future bright with the pros- 
pect of victory. This vision was the beginning of the 
end of dark despair and physical collapse. Instead 
of death that impended, more than thirty years of 
service have resulted.” 


Speaking of what immediately followed that visit to Dr. 
Simpson, he writes in another connection, “Mrs. White- 
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side and I came on to Pittsburgh. I was still not healed. 
When we stepped off the train in Pittsburgh, the Lord 
said to me, ‘I brought you to Pittsburgh to establish a 
slum mission here.’ I thought I had brought myself to 
Pittsburgh, and, as to the slum mission, I said nothing to 
anyone because I thought I was not fitted for that kind of 
work. I started in the insurance business.” 

Ten years had now gone by in “roaming around” in 
search of health. And one more year was yet to be lived 
through in the struggle and suffering. Is it any wonder 
that when this disciple of such tenacious will finally “let 
go” and “let God” he was such a mighty man of God in 
strengthening the faith of others who suffered as he had 
suffered? And patient! After the crisis which was now 
impending, he always accounted that since God had been 
so marvelously patient with him he ought to have God’s 
patience for others. And he had it! God wrought so 
mightily in his life that ever after his own deliverance 
Mr. Whiteside was fully prepared to meet the heavy de- 
mands on his sympathy which followed through nearly 
forty years. The Rev. W. P. Philpott, pastor of the Moody 
Memorial Church in Chicago, and for many years a pastor 
in Canada, helped Mr. Whiteside in many of his great 
annual conventions in Carnegie Music Hall, Pittsburgh. 
He says of Mr. Whiteside, “His capacity for sympathy 
amazed me. No matter how crowded his program, he 
always had time to consider the problems of the many 
who constantly sought his help, while frequently, at the 
same time, his own heart was aching.” 

But we have anticipated. All this was a part of the 
glorious “afterward” (Heb. 12:11) of God’s discipline. 
To use Mr. Whiteside’s own language in describing his 
condition at this time, he was not yet ready “to throw up 
his hands” and be absolutely done with all but God Him- 
self. Again he “plunged into” a year of strenuous city 
missionary work. In that year, by the record found in his 
book of “calls,” he visited 5,129 times in homes in Pitts- 
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burgh, an average of fourteen calls each day. And all the 
time he was desperately ill and becoming more and more 
nearly helpless! Then came the end of it. Out of the 
darkness—light, out of despair—the Lord Jesus. Beauty 
for ashes: the oil of joy for mourning. But let him tell 
us, himself. In 1913 Mr. Whiteside wrote of this great 
Crisis to his brother Arthur. The letter was published 
afterwards and we quote the greater part of it here, be- 
cause it is vital to the understanding of all of Mr. White- 
side’s subsequent life of great humility and great faith, 
lasting for nearly forty years, or a full generation: 


Dear Arthur: 

Your two letters came duly to hand with report of 
the conference in Charlottetown. It was in the year 
1877 that I left that city and retired from the active 
ministry. Subsequently I decided to settle down as 
a farmer in order to regain lost health. What a 
strange history! I roamed around for years seeking 
health and not finding it. I finally, after coming to 
this city, became utterly discouraged and “threw up 
my hands.” This was a real experience. Did you 
ever “throw up your hands”? In vain I sought and 
prayed, and traveled to and fro. 

Years were consumed in the search for health. 
But I finally “threw up my hands.” That was what 
was needed. That is what is always needed, if the 
sinner would get saved, or the believer get sanctified, 
or the sick one get healed by God. To my utter 
amazement, when I finally “threw up my hands” I 
was instantly touched by Jesus. Divine life flowed 
through my body. It was a shock, sudden, unex- 
pected, and startling. I was touched when I “threw 
up my hands,” broken up in despair. Everything 
around me had suddenly grown dark as midnight. 
The presence of a host of demons and the awful 
reality of a yawning hell was all that I was conscious 
of, as I sank on my knees in my room in the early 
morning. But I threw up my hands without taking 
time to reason, or frame a prayer—only this cry of 
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hopeless, helpless surrender—‘O God, help. me.” 
Like a flash of electricity I was instantly thrilled. 
Every part of my body and nerves were controlled 
by a strange sensation that increased in volume until 
I bowed lower and lower to the floor. I was filled 
with ecstatic bliss, my physical frame seemed unable 
to stand the strain. A momentary fear presented 
itselfi—“A moment ago you thought you were sinking 
into hell, now you are in danger of dying from over- 
joy.” I arose, and my face was all aglow. Annie 
(Mrs. Whiteside) who had risen, exclaimed— 
“What’s the matter?” “I am healed! I am healed!” 
She threw her arms around me and we laughed to- 
gether, unable to control our emotions. 


That was nearly twenty-five years ago. Why did 
it not occur sooner? Why did it not occur in Char- 
lottetown? Why did not the Lord heal me then and 
help me in the New Brunswick and the Prince Ed- 
ward Island conference? I believe that He would 
have done so if I had “thrown up my hands.” I had 
a strong will and it hindered me. It was quite natural 
for one to imagine he would get healed if he only 
persevered, and refused to give in, and eventually 
healing would come. Now I had to throw up my 
hands, only after this conceit had been killed. It was 
conceit to imagine I could get healed by piety, prayer 
or perseverance. Only when rendered so helpless I 
could not even try to believe, or frame a prayer, and 
perseverance was at an end, then it was that the 
Lord healed me. He spoke to me that instant and 
said, “This is the first time you trusted me.” It was 
deeply humiliating to be told that it was “the first 
time.” 


Friends had for years commended me for my 
faith. “Oh, you have great faith,’ “I wish I had 
your faith, Brother Whiteside,” but God knew better. 
I could have had healing and been a help to others in 
the conference, if I had known it was God’s will to 
heal His children. No teaching, no preaching, no 
testimonies to that end, and here the Bible is full of 
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it. It is so simple, so Christ-like, so honoring to God, 
so magnifying to the atonement of Jesus. For 
twenty-five years or more He has graciously kept me 
without the aid of a physician, or drugs. Pardon the 
long testimony but it is appropriate, as a reminiscense 
of the past. 


-Thus reads his own record of what was probably the 
most momentous crisis of his life, if measured by its effect 
on his after-pilgrimage. In his life were many crises, as 
there are for all God-directed men, but this one was prep- 
aration for all that followed it. His faith now grew ex- 
ceedingly and nothing seemed to daunt him. He had 
learned potentially in this one great experience of simple, 
absolute trust, the thousands of smaller lessons, and great 
ones, too, that came later. He had died a deep death to 
self-will and unbelief of every kind, and the resurrection 
side of that death was proportionately glorious and beau- 
tiful. This will be seen plainly in the work and walk of 
this saint, as touched upon in the pages which follow. 


CHAPTER V 


If he gives, it is to his uttermost; if he loves, it is with all his 
heart; if he forgives, he crowns the forgiven one with loving 
kindness; if he puts his hand to constructing aught, every part 
of it bears the trace of the wealth of his taste, and gift, and self- 
sacrifice...... Live a royal life, child of God, as becomes such a 
Father. Give, expecting nothing, with full measure, pressed down, 
and running over. Give, not so much money, as love, and tender- 
ness, and human. sympathy: give as one who is always receiving 
from the boundless resources of God. And, provided always that 
thy motives are pure, it will come back to thee. God will see thee 
bountifully rewarded. 

—F. B. Meyer in Daily Homily. 


NEW TERRITORY: PRAYER MAKES A WAY 
AND BUILDS A WORK 


HE Lord Jesus has an inner circle of believers, who 
get farther into the fellowship of His heart of love 
than do the vast majority of His followers. Always, 
He has had this inner circle. He sent forth “seventy” to 
preach; ordained “twelve” that they might be with Him; 
and on special occasions He took with Him, as to the 
mount of transfiguration, only Peter, James and John. 
And John was on still more intimate terms with Him than 
were James and Peter. It is not that the world’s Re- 
deemer is partial in His love. There is room in the inner 
circle for all who will meet the conditions of getting into 
it. Great faith with great love will open the door to the 
center of His heart, and His Word intimates that we are 
responsible for the amount of faith and love we may have. 
But there is a price to be paid for such fellowship which 
the many never pay. 
Mr. Whiteside’s life belongs to the few who have en- 
tered far into the holy, inner chamber of Jesus’ love, 
denied to all except those who have left behind all their 
“amassed and hardly gained treasures”...... “luggage 
and impedimenta,” “jewels and gewgaws,” “certificate of 
merit and credentials,” “notions of self-importance,” 
“weights carried so long,” “pillows with which to spare 
themselves from the stern realities of a noble life,” ete. 
The reader will notice that Mr. Whiteside speaks often of 
having heard the Lord say to him in words what He 
wanted him to know. There are millions of Christians 
who rarely, if-ever, have heard the words of God’s mouth 
speaking to them individually. They have believed His 
inspired Word to the extent that He has given them peace 
from a guilty conscience, and that is a great thing— 
greater than all the great things of eee Ara that is 
3 
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only a step toward what He fain would do for them. Did 
He not say, “My sheep hear my woice’? Did He not 
promise to those who would Jove Him the abiding pres- 
ence, in manifestation, of Himself and the Father? (John 
10:27; John 14:23.) And are there not depths of mean- 
ing in that fellowship which are learned only when the 
heart believes such promises literally, and experiences 
literally what such great promises say? The life of Mr. 
Whiteside cannot be explained on any other ground. 

Fain would we linger on this point, but time is fleeting 
and we must haste with the record of this saint’s work— 
work which had its springs in fellowship with the great 
Master Workman of all the great building which God is 
constructing in this now-nearly-ended age. God had told 
him that he was brought to Pittsburgh to establish a slum 
mission. We have seen how he tried, at first, to do some- 
thing else, because he did not feel himself fitted for such 
work. But now that he had thrown up his hands in full 
surrender he was ready to let God be the Judge as to his 
fitness for any task that might be assigned him. Like 
Moses, he was meek and felt his incapacity. But the 
Lord dealt with him as He dealt with Moses. And just 
as the Lord and Moses wrought a great work through 
Moses’ final willingness to be a human channel for divine 
power, so the Lord and Mr. Whiteside did a great work, 
with Pittsburgh as the center. The power was the Lord’s; 
the channel was His humble, obedient servant, E. D. 
Whiteside. Referring to his work immediately following 
his healing, he once wrote the following testimony : 


Shortly after that [his healing], a lady named Miss 
Moorehead, who knew nothing about the Lord’s deal- 
ings with me, asked me whether I would take charge 
of a slum mission in the Moorehead building on 
Grant Street. She said she would pay the rent if I 
would trust the Lord for support. I had a hard strug- 
gle, for I felt that I was too little; and then there 
were the finances to consider. After waiting on the 
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Lord, He gave me the verse, “A little one shall chase 
a thousand,” and He added to me—‘“if he remain 
little.” My wife received the verse, “My God shall 
supply all your need.’ The mission was started. We 
lived in one room above the mission hall, with a lodge 
room over us. There was plenty of noise and of 
smoke. The bed in which we slept for all of the five 
years in that room was too short for me, but the Lord 
permitted us to say nothing about it, though at a 
word from us we would have been provided with an- 
other bed. At this time the Lord told me to visit the 
jail. I went. When the warden asked me what I 
wanted, I said, “The Lord sent me to visit the jail.” 
Then he said, “You will have to see the commis- 
sioner.” The warden got nervous, turned the key 
and unlatched the door. I put my foot in. This 
made him change his mind and he repeated, “This is 
against the rules.” I said nothing—I was inside. 
(Twenty-five years I visited these men, and got Miss 
McFedries in.) Afterward, I went to the peniten- 
tiary. The officials discussed it. One man said, 
“You had better not interfere. Mr. Whiteside has a 
Higher Power back of him than the authorities of 
this penitentiary.” The next time I went the warden 
approached me, saying, “Mr. Whiteside, would you 
come and visit the prisoners here at night? You may 
go anywhere.” 


Such is a glimpse of what was his work during the next 


five years, as he labored night and day among the “out- 
casts” of Pittsburgh. His was the first mission of this 
character established in that city. The Lord’s eyes run to 
and fro throughout the whole earth to find the man He 
can put in the place of need. He had found the right man. 
But let others tell us. The Rev. James M. Moore has the 
following to’say in this connection: 


“All classes came to that place. He would kneel 
down beside the dying girl, who had spent her life in 
sin, and whisper, ‘The blood of Jesus Christ His Son 
cleanseth us from all sin,’ take her by the hand as if 
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she were his own daughter, and never let go until he 
had the confidence in his own heart that her soul had 
found the shelter of the blood. He went to the jail, 
from cage to cage, and always had a message of hope 
for the poor unfortunate man. He paid special at- 
tention to those who had the sentence of death upon 
them, and when one who was doomed to die would 
profess Christ he would obtain permission to have 
that one partake of the Communion. His ministry 
was to build up heaven...... He did not look for 
popularity, but wanted to please God above all else. 
He visited the penitentiary. I remember one man, a 
Frenchman, who had been imprisoned for a long 
time, because it was believed that he had incited a 
strike in the coal region. Mr. Whiteside prayed that 
this man might be released, and asked us to pray with 
him. We prayed all night. The man’s case was 
taken up by the authorities. We continued to pray, 
others prayed, with the result that evidence came 
which proved the man was not guilty, and he was re- 
leased./ Mr. Whiteside took up an offering and sent 
him back to France, a saved man. He came to this 
country a sinner, but went out a child of God.” 


One who worked with Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside at this 
period says that a book could be filled with the record of 
this work alone. Another witness says that Mr, White- 
side had more friends among the “bums” of Pittsburgh 
than any other man. He himself humbly testified that to 
be associated with “thieves, murderers*and vagabonds”’ 
was helpful in the preparation for the further service 
which came later. The Lord Jesus, who came to bind up 
the broken-hearted; who is so tender in His dealings with 
wrecked mankind that He does not quench the smoking 
flax but, rather, fans it into flame; who does not break the 
bruised reed but, rather, heals it, was working once more 
in that slum mission, in the jail and penitentiary calls, 
among broken lives and broken hearts. And many were 
the lives He reached and blessed through His faithful, 
humble servant. 
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But the Lord’s method has ever been to reward faith- 
fulness in service with more service. And He led Mr. 
and Mrs. Whiteside from this service into a larger one. 
And, be it noted, they did not “elbow” their way into the 
higher service. Real “promotion cometh neither from the 
east, nor from the west, nor from the south,” but from 
‘the Lord. And only such promotion is an advance from 
what has gone before. How many of God’s servants 
have lost eternal glory through not waiting upon the Lord 
for His mind about the turns of circumstances along life’s 
way! “If he remain little,’ the Lord had said to Mr. 
Whiteside. How well he remembered that lesson, with its 
promise, is proven by his life’s great work. He chased 
thousands because he remained little. 

After five years’ experience in what was largely min- 
istry to the outcasts alone, the Lord opened to him a wider 
field. This included the down-and-outs, but took in also 
the up-and-outs, for all are “out,” and all need Jesus. God 
planned to reach all classes from now on, through Mr. 
Whiteside. 

Just a few months before he went home to glory, he 
wrote to the Rev. R. F. C. Schwedler, whom the Lord 
was to honor with the work Mr. Whiteside was now to 
lay down, a brief summary of the history of the Lord’s 
blessing through the years. Referring to the time in his 
life which our record has now reached he said, 

“Suddenly and unexpectedly, A. B. Simpson came to 
Pittsburgh to found a branch of the Christian and Mis- 
sionary Alliance. It was altogether outside of myself and 
was like the ‘Balm of Gilead’ to my soul, for I had been 
graciously helped in my spiritual life already through 
Brother Simpson and the Alliance. At this convention, 
which was held in Carnegie Hall, our mission was made 
the nucleus of an Alliance Branch. I was elected to be 
the superintendent of the branch, and, knowing my unfit- 
ness for such a responsibility I nervously exclaimed, 
‘Don’t make me the superintendent. Elect some other 
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man and I will run errands for him.’ This outburst was 
taken as a pleasantry and an attempt at mirth, and the 
audience laughed. However, I was downright in earnest, 
and turned to God and honestly and urgently said, ‘O 
Lord, I appoint You as Superintendent of the Pittsburgh 
branch of the Alliance, and I will run errands for You.’ 
I had wonderful relief in my soul that moment and have 
had ever since. God is still the Superintendent in fact 
and reality, for I am recognizing Him as such to this day. 
Bless His Holy Name!” 

And now began another epoch in the life of this servant 
of the Lord, the last and longest and greatest in his life. 
For thirty-two years he walked with God in this new work 
and saw it grow under God’s rich blessing from the little 
“nucleus,” until nearly a score of branches had been added 
to this one. The Lord of the harvest caused him to lift 
up his eyes and see the great-harvest-field, and showed 
him step by step his part in the reaping of it. God Him- 
self financed each new enterprise in answer to the faith 
of His servant. When new steps were taken they had 
first been indicated by the Lord while His servant waited 
upon Him. And of course, blessing followed as His com- 
mands were obeyed. Tents were purchased and evan- 
gelistic campaigns were launched in different parts of the 
city and in different suburbs. Souls would be saved, and 
filled with the Holy Ghost, sick bodies would be healed, 
and a company of men and women likeminded with Mr. 
and Mrs, Whiteside would be gathered out of the world. 
A new branch would be started and one by one faithful 
workers would rally to the standard and codperate with 
Mr. Whiteside in the great enterprise of gathering God’s 
church out of the world. 

On the wall of the chapel in connection with the Home 
Mr. and Mrs. Whietside opened (to be mentioned more 
at length in a later chapter) hung a motto of just one 
word—OTHERS. That motto preached great sermons 
to many a heart, because it expressed in epitome the serv- 
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ice which Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside were doing day by day, 
with no pillows with which to save themselves from the 
hardships which good soldiers must endure. 

Branches were established at each of the following 
places: East Liberty, Greensburgh, Verona, West 
Brownsville, McKeesport, Nadine, Washington, Etna, 
Ambridge, Butler, Beaver Falls, Sheraden, Valencia, Mc- 
Donald, and at other places in connection with some of 
these which are named. With it all, their hearts kept at 
white-hot love for the unreached millions-of pagan lands. 
Their missionary outlook was a vital part of all their 
work, and, oh, how many young men and women heard 
God’s call to go to the ends of the earth through Mr. and 
Mrs. Whiteside. One incident comes to mind which we 
must mention here. On the eve of Thanksgiving Day in 
the year 1899, a young, unsaved woman came into the 
mission hall in East End, where Mr. Whiteside was carry- 
ing on a special campaign of evangelistic work. (The 
Lord always had something “special” going on through 
Mr. Whiteside.) The young woman saw the sick being 
anointed for healing at that meeting—a novel spectacle to 
her! One man, who had been brought in a wheel chair, 
a man crippled and deformed through rheumatism, and a 
well-known figure in the neighborhood, where his chair 
was often wheeled about, was prayed for and anointed. 
God’s healing power touched him and he leaped and ran 
around the room, shouting and praising the Lord Jesus. 
The young woman in question had been an enthusiastic 
witness and had stood up on a chair at the back of the 
hall, in order to see over the heads of those in front of her. 
When she saw this miracle of the Lord’s grace, she said 
in her heart, “Why, if God could do that He could save 
my soul!” He did save her soul, and a few years later, 
after the necessary training, she was on her way to Africa 
to tell the people there the same good news. 

And Mr. Whiteside was ever picking workers and 
praying them into the harvest field. He did not try to 


58 E. D. WHITESIDE 


hold them for himself, but got God’s mind concerning 
them and then sent them forth. Some of these were 
clever business men with the brightest of prospects for 
money-making ahead of them. Through this man of God 
they caught the vision of higher things and today they are 
doing great and valiant service for their Redeemer and 
King, and have received the hundredfold, “with persecu- 
tion,” which He promised. Eternal glory is ahead of 
them. 


And often, Mr. Whiteside, because he had the mind of 
Christ, could see gold that was hidden from other men’s 
eyes. Concerning one brother, whom Satan had chained 
in habits of sin but whose heart was broken in contrition, 
Mr. Whiteside wrote, and wrote for God’s glory, without 
divulging names, and after he had prayed down God’s 
chain-breaking power upon this brother,—“This man I 
call a valuable acquisition...... Since he has been re- 
claimed he has gone on humbly and prayerfully and this 
summer has done splendid work in one of the tents...... 
He has a longing to enter wholly upon the work of the 
Lord, and it may be God’s plan for him, too, since He 
takes the broken-hearted in preference to all other work- 
ers to represent Him.” But let that brother, himself, tell 
us how Christ’s love in Mr. Whiteside brought him into 
victory and blessing. He writes thus of himself— 


“T am Jonah, the second. About seventeen years 
ago the Lord saved me and sent me out on a mission 
of soul-winning. And God greatly blessed and re- 
warded my service by saving souls here and there. 
But the devil is a master deceiver...... The story of 
my backsliding is already told. Neglecting prayer 
and the reading of the Word of God, I became an 
easy prey for Satan. My position and condition were 
beyond describing...... I tried hard on many counts 
to break away from the sin that held me, without 
paying the real price, but of no avail. Finally I got 
desperate and decided there were left for me but 
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three open doors. One was to run away, but the 
story of Jonah was still fresh in my memory. The 
second door was to commit suicide and end it all, but 
that meant hell for all eternity. The third was to 
confess my sin privately and publicly. By this time 
I had worried myself sick over all these awful things 
and would like to have died, but was afraid to meet 
God. Then, on a Sunday morning, on my back in 
bed, I promised the Lord if He would heal my sick 
body I would confess my sin privately and publicly 
and drink the bitterest cup the Lord would set. before 
me. The Lord instantly healed my body and I have 
never been sick a single hour from that day to this. 
ae Rev. E. D. Whiteside heard of my state and 
called me by telephone and said he wanted to see me. 
So I went and told him of my fall and awful sin and 
I asked his forgiveness as my pastor and he rose to 
his feet with his Bible open at the place where it says 
the Lord is married to the backslider, and this is 
what he said, as he knelt beside me, ‘Brother ; 
I was a great sinner and the Lord freely and fully 
forgave me and I forgive you.’ As we knelt in 
prayer the fountains of the great deep were broken 
up as he prayed; and heaven seemed to move down 
to earth that day and Jesus broke every fetter and 
broke down every wall of opposition. And, thank 
the Lord, I have had great victory and liberty from 
that day till now. As I left his home he gave me a 
wonderful book on sanctification, and told me to pay 
no attention to what men would say, but to obey the 
voice of the Spirit. And God did open a wide field 
of privilege and opportunity in His vineyard and God 
has greatly prospered and blessed our labors. To 
God be the glory forever. Amen.” 


There were so many phases to the service of the pray- 
ing man of Pittsburgh that it is difficult to mention them 
adequately in the space of a small book. Not the least of 
his service was that of giving helpful counsel on all sorts of 
perplexing problems. Ministers of congregations, parents 
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who were baffled about their children’s problems, men 
with business perplexities, people with personal anxieties ; 
in short, all sorts of folks, in a world that ever needs 
higher wisdom than its own, came to Mr. Whiteside for 
help, because they knew that he was a man in touch 
with God, who would not advise them hastily or judge by 
outward appearances. Rather, he would pray for the 
mind of Christ and then give them the wisdom that is 
promised for the asking, from God, if the asking be in 
faith. Incidents could be multiplied with which to illus- 
trate this. We give but a few. The following is from 
the pen of the Rev. Arthur Petrie, a pastor in Pittsburgh, 
and whose testimony we shall have occasion to quote in 
other places, also: 


““A mother once went to him to ask his advice as to 
the sending of her daughter to a certain high school. 
The mother was quite elated over the thought of 
sending her daughter to that school, and Mr. White- 
side could see that she was...... All he said to her 
was, “That’s a wicked place.’ The mother went away 
and made investigation and she discovered that what 
he had said was true, and the daughter was not sent 
there. 

“At another time, Brother Whiteside was on his 
way to conduct the service of a mission hall outside 
of Pittsburgh and he met a young woman on her way 
to the same service. He had been praying for this 
girl, and God brought her at that very moment across 
his path. He entered into conversation with her and 
found that she was not, then, out and out for the 
Lord. A few choice words were spoken, with the 
result that the girl made a full surrender of her life 
to the Lord Jesus Christ, and went to the Nyack 
Institute, and subsequently to China as a missionary. 
It all turned, as Brother Whiteside told me himself, 
on the few words he spoke to her on that occasion, 
I recall another incident of the effect of a few words 
wisely spoken. A minister was contemplating mar- 
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riage, and had arranged for Mr. Whiteside to pér- 
form the ceremony. The intended bridegroom desired 
the simplest kind of a ceremony. He had pre- 
viously read that when George Muller was married 
he had simply walked to the church with his bride, 
and had a simple ceremony. This minister felt that 
something as simple would suit him. Some others 
did not think so, and desired that, at least, the bride 
and bridegroom should march down the aisle of the 
church, to the strains of music, and keep step with 
the music. To do this slow, rhythmic pacing with 
proper grace would have meant practice. The min- 
ister went to Mr. Whiteside and laid the matter be- 
fore him. His advice was characteristic. He said, 
‘I would not do that if I were you. You will be 
imitating the world, and besides, you can not do it as 
well as worldly people.’ Needless to say, the cere- 
mony went off without the rhythmic march to the 
altar and all were pleased with the simple and spirit- 
ual service.” 


But not alone in the smaller details of life’s great crises 
was his counsel sought, but also in great issues. A young 
man who was a pastor in western Pennsylvania had long 
been praying and seeking for a victorious Christian life. 
Being of studious mind, he had read many books on the 
subject, some of them not very helpful, it is to be feared. 
After it all he seemed to be no nearer to the rest of soul 
which he so much needed. One day he walked down 
Penn Avenue, where Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside’s Home 
was located at the time, and sought an interview with 
them. Lovingly and patiently, and with God-given un- 
derstanding of his case, they listened as he told the 
story of his long seeking and futile struggles and the 
difficulties that presented themselves. And then they 
asked him to kneel with them while they should together 
talk to God about the matter. And the Lord, because He 
had found a channel through which to reveal His love 
and power to this young minister, swept every barrier 
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away, and the young man was filled with the Holy Ghost 
and went forth to serve with fruitful victory, and to suffer 
with Christ-like fortitude the reproach of the Cross. He 
was obliged to leave his former associations and he became 
one of Mr. Whiteside’s trusted and efficient colleagues. 

Again and again as the years went by, the Lord led 
Mr. Whiteside to lengthen his cords and strengthen his 
stakes. This was true in an almost literal sense concern- 
ing the summer campaigns of tent work in Pittsburgh and 
the suburbs, but it was spiritually true in a much larger 
sense. Because his ministry was so humble and so true, 
and so obviously under God’s direction, he began to be 
sought after by the Lord’s servants, near and far, for the 
blessing his help would bring to them. The Rev. Maurice 
Ruben, who founded a great mission in Pittsburgh for his 
own people, the Jews, learned to love Mr. Whiteside with 
a great deep love, and was highly honored in having Mr. 
Whiteside as a member of his board of managers. There 
was no “middle wall of partition” between these two 
brethren. Christ had broken it down and swept away all 
the débris. They were one in Christ in very truth. 

The Rev. Peter Robinson, a warm-hearted, pure-souled 
colored saint, carried on with remarkable success a mission 
to the colored people of Pittsburgh. He loved Mr. White- 
side as Jonathan loved David. And the David in this pair 
loyally reciprocated that love. They were two great souls. 
Mr. Whiteside sponsored the work of Mr. Robinson with 
all the love and faith of his big heart. Mr. Ruben, Mr. 
Robinson, Mr. Whiteside, sons, respectively, of Shem, 
Ham and Japheth, sat often together on the rostrum of 
Carnegie Hall in the days of Mr. Whiteside’s great con- 
vention occasions. How beautifully they exemplified the 
power of Christ’s love and grace to gather one church out 
of all the branches of the race. 

Thus Mr. Whiteside’s sphere grew, by God’s good hand 
upon him, until his service was city-wide, and country- 
wide, and world-wide. We can hardly more than make 
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mention of the lines of his activities. Besides carrying on 
his own great and constantly growing work he was a 
constant helper of these and other brethren of his own 
city. The Board of Managers of the Christian and Mis- 
sionary Alliance of New York City, the District Council 
of the South African General Mission, the local friends 
of the China Inland Mission, the Central American Mis- 
sion, and other world-wide interests, all shared in his 
counsel, his prayers, his love and his sympathy. And the 
brethren of all these enterprises for God learned to love 
and to value highly this mighty man of God. 

With it all, he never seemed hurried. He lived a life 
that was poised in God and was so free from self that all 
who knew him were made to think of Christ. He was 
nearer to the perfect standard of the following lines than 
any other man we have ever known— 

“Christ, only Christ, no idle word e’er falling 
Christ, only Christ, no needless bustling sound; 

Christ, only Christ, no self-important bearing, 
Christ, only Christ, no trace of I be found.’ 


But, of course, it was not he. All the praise belongs to 
the Christ who made him a man of God. Being a man of 
frail physical health all his life—his healing did not put 
him in a place of reserve physical life, and daily he needed 
to draw his strength from the Vine of which he was but 
a branch—he lived to be nearly four score years old. 
Christ was his physical life and Christ was his spiritual 
life. The difference between such men and men who are 
but mediocre as Christians is the difference in degree of 
yieldedness to Christ and of appropriation of Christ. 

Not many men are humble enough to be led by Christ 
as a little child is led. But childlike humility gets the 
greatest honor in the end. He that humbleth himself shall 
be exalted. ‘Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of 
God as a little child, he shall not enter therein.” And 
those who habitually receive God’s kingdom thus, habit- 
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ually “enter into” it. This chapter might be prolonged 
almost indefinitely. We conclude it with two excerpts 
from letters of Mr. Whiteside, written toward the end of 
his life on occasions when he felt “constrained to write 
concerning the Lord’s blessing” on the work that God had | 
done: 

“The rent at 216 Stockton Avenue was $1,800.00 per 
year, and it seemed best to buy. So after living two years 
at Stockton Avenue, the house at 320 Cedar Avenue was 
purchased. We wanted to build a chapel in front of the 
Home, but a friend objected, saying it would spoil their 
view. The plans had already been drawn, and $100.00 
paid. The matter was dropped. We were praying about 
the matter of renting a hall, but could find no suitable one 
in that vicinity for less than $50.00 per month. One day 
I asked the Lord in prayer, “What shall I do?” He said, 
“Get up.” I got up. My next order was, “Go down 
stairs.” I obeyed. Then He sent me out on the street 
and told me which street to go down. There I saw a new 
hall and learned that it could be rented for $60.00 per 
month. We rented it and the Diamond Street Mission 
was opened, in May, 1908.” 

“T felt it proper to write this to you as the whole secret 
of His blessing these thirty-two years of the Alliance in 
Pittsburgh. As a necessity He is consulted in all things 
with deep humility and submission. Having called me to 
live a life of faith, many crises have been experienced. 
He established over a dozen flourishing branches in this 
section by causing me to trust Him for evangelists, open 
doors, tents, cottage meetings, and expenses. When our 
mission was overcrowded, He made me undertake to pur- 
chase a lot and build the Gospel Tabernacle with no money 
in sight. Today it is without encumbrance, and is a very 
valuable property. He also caused me to purchase a large 
house for Pittsburgh Headquarters and assume a heavy 
mortgage, which He gradually removed without any help 
from the Alliance in Pittsburgh. Just a year ago I sold 
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it for eighteen thousand dollars, and we purchased the 
parsonage on Dunlap Street, making it a gift to the Taber- 
nacle, and purchased also this home in which we reside, 
meeting the expense in reliance on Him. He ‘the faithful 
God,’ has never failed, as Moses beautifully and strik- 
ingly said, ‘Know therefore that the Lord thy God, He is 
God, the faithful God, which keepeth covenant and mercy 
with them that love Him and keep His commandments, to 
a thousand generations.’ ” 


CHAPTER VI 


More things are wrought by prayer 
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice 
Rise like a fountain for me night and day. 
For what are men better than sheep or goats, 
That nourish a blind life within the brain, 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them friend? 
For so the whole round earth is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 
—TENNYSON. 


“WHERE THE RACE OF MEN GO: BY”: A HOME 
OF PEACE AND A HOUSE OF PRAYER 


OD is infinite and fills eternity. But because He is 
infinite He can dwell perfectly in each heart which 
, His grace has cleansed from sin. Such is His 
favorite dwelling place on earth. And when the Lord 
Jesus finds a heart which is His home, a heart where He 
lives day and night and always, the word gets abroad that 
He is there. And since God Himself is the Home of all 
hearts, and only those hearts which find Him find Home, 
it is easy to understand why so many people seek the fel- 
lowship and sympathy, the counsel and love, of those 
whose lives are full of Christ. For there is in all of us the 
love of home, and consciously or unconsciously, we seek 
to be near to whatever ministers to that God-given instinct. 
Thus it is that the heart which is Christ’s home becomes 
the home of many hearts. Around the Lord Jesus in such 
a life gather the lives that need Him and long to be near 
His healing touch, within the sound of His rest-giving 
voice, under the gaze of His loving eye. To such Christ- 
filled lives there gravitate the wandering ones of earth, the 
prodigals away from the Father’s house, the baffled, de- 
feated, careworn, sin-sick, home-sick hearts. But not 
these only. To such a heart there come, also, the joyful 
and victorious members of God’s family. For they, too, 
get blessing and inspiration from the Source of blessing 
dwelling within the heart with whom they may have fel- 
lowship. And such a life has room for all of them. To 
him come the rich and the poor, the high and the low, the 
learned and the ignorant, the happy and the sad, the well 
and the sick.. And the wonderful Christ ministers to them 
all through the heart that is His home. 
But just as heaven is a place as well as a condition, so 
the hearts where Christ dwells must have a geographical 
69 
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location as well as Christ’s fragrance about them. They 
must be where they can be found, and if they are to bless 
such everyday people as most of us are, they need to have 
a street and number, 


“A house by the side of the road, 
Where the race of men go by.” 


) 


Soon after they assumed the responsibility of superin- 
tending the Christian and Missionary Alliance in Pitts- 
burgh, the Lord showed Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside that He 
would have them dwell in such a Home for Him—a home 
where the latch-string could be reached by every seeker 
after God. The Lord denied them the joy of having any 
children of their own, doubtless that they might have the 
more time to live for His children, and have no family 
cares to divert any part of their ministry from that to His 
great family. And all who knew them would bear glad 
witness that they measured up to the test. They gave the 
great, full wealth of their hearts to all who had need of it. 
And they never developed that unsympathetic manner, 
that subtle selfishness which, on occasion, makes fathers 
and mothers with babies feel that they and their babies 
are in the way. They loved with Christ’s love the little 
children, and “kiddies” felt at home in their presence. 


They were the spiritual parents of many children and it 
is an honor to this great man of God to divulge the inti- 
mate little “secret” that many of his associates spoke 
affectionately of him as “Daddy Whiteside.” And Mrs. 
Whiteside was Mother Whiteside to many a heart whose 
life had been blessed through her. 

With the same daring faith which characterized all his 
ministry, Mr. Whiteside opened a Home at 940 Penn 
Avenue. He had splendid training for such a work 
through the earlier experiences, noted in the previous 
chapter. To put it in his own terminology, which we have 
seen, in that chapter, and which shows the deep humility 
of his heart, he was there “to run errands” for the Lord. 
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It was daring, indeed, thus to take commodious quarters 
near the heart of the city where rents were high. But a 
Home of this character must be accessible from all points, 
and for this reason and because of providential circum- 
stances he was guided thus to do. And as the years went 
by “Mr. Whiteside’s Home” wherever it might be located, 
became to many hearts a synonym for the word blessing, 
- with all the shades of meaning contained in that great 
word. What a home it was, for tired, baffled souls! 
Penn Avenue, between Ninth and Tenth Streets, was 
a bustling, noisy thoroughfare. All day long from early 
morning till late at night, there was the rumble and roar 
of big street cars, the rattle and clatter of trucks and 
drays, and the pounding of hundreds of iron-shod hoofs. 
Later came the motor cars, less noisy but swifter, and 
still more indicative than what had preceded them of 
a world that is in a fevered hurry and full of unceasing 
agitation. Within the portals of that home it was differ- 
ent, as we shall presently see. At the side of the door 
was a neat and unostentatious signboard, printed in gilt 
letters on black, announcing the various meetings of the 
week, for the Home included a little chapel hall where 
services were held and hungry hearts were fed on the 
finest of the wheat. Mr. Whiteside’s name was on this 
signboard for the guidance of those who were looking for 
him and needed to be sure of having found the right place. 
‘Shall we ask you to visit that Home? Going up the 
steps you will see the button of the electric bell at the side 
of the door. Press it and if your ears are keen you may 
hear the little bell answering you away in the interior. 
You wait a minute or two and then the latch clicks, the 
door opens and you are face to face with Mr. Whiteside, 
or Mrs. Whiteside, or one of the faithful associates living 
in the Home. But whoever has met you, it is beyond 
doubt that you are given a smile of welcome and are in- 
vited to enter. We have tried in another chapter to make 
you acquainted with Mrs. Whiteside, one of the most 
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beautiful saints this world has ever had, and so, for the 
present, let us suppose that you are fortunate enough to 
be met by Mr. Whiteside himself. With a hearty “Good 
morning” and with never a trace of annoyance, for he is 
not annoyed, though you may be a stranger to him and 
though many others may have preceded you on the day 
you call, he extends to you his hand and then conducts you 
through the hallway and to a quiet reception room, and 
invites you to be seated. If your spirit is sensitive enough 
to notice the difference between an atmosphere of peace 
and one of hurry you will discern at once that you are in 
the former and away from the latter. Hundreds of visi- 
tors to that home have remarked the beautiful restfulness 
that pervaded it. “It seemed to me there was a shaft open 
from it direct to heaven,” was the testimony of one of 
God’s faithful servants who loved to go there. God lived 
there and the peace of God reigned there. The Lord Jesus 
was honored in all the conversations in the Home and was 
not grieved into hiding His presence from those who car- 
ried on the Home. It was His Home. That was why 
visitors were impressed with its peacefulness. 

But you are calling on Mr. Whiteside. You notice that 
he is a man of medium height and rather slender in build, 
has grey-blue eyes and a firm mouth. You have received 
a kind welcome, but he has not been effusive. There is 
nothing garrulous about him and he has the manner of 
one who never talks to fill in the time. Rather, he waits 
for you to make known your errand. And if you have 
come with a problem or a burden you feel instinctively 
that you are face to face with a man whom you can trust 
utterly and who will be able to help you. Very probably 
he will make no comments. He will occasionally nod his 
head in assent to what you have to say, or add a quiet 
“Yes” now and again. When you have finished your 
story, your heart absolutely sure, all the time you are 
telling it, that it is being listened to attentively by loving 
and sympathetic ears, he will smile sweetly and say, “Now 
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let us tell the Lord about it.” Rising from his chair and 
falling upon his knees in the manner of one who is in the 
habit of living much of his time in that attitude, while you 
kneel with him, he talks to God as only a very few men in 
each generation of men know how to talk to Him. You 
feel that God is near and as His servant goes over your 
case with Him, you begin to see God’s perspective of your 
problem. It is not so difficult and hopeless as you had 
thought it was! Or, if God is rebuking you, it is in love 
that breaks your heart, and the tender, warm holiness of 
Christ is all around you. You let the tears flow as your 
heart is all melted in His presence. You have almost for- 
gotten Mr. Whiteside. Certainly you are grateful to him 
for his prayer on your behalf, but not until long after- 
wards, perhaps, do you awaken to the fact that you have 
been in the presence of a great prince of heaven and be- 
cause of that your mind has been directed to the Lord 
Jesus and not to the channel through whom He came to 
your heart. Such is a little picture—inadequately painted, 
it is true—yet a picture that is genuine and that shows 
what happened many hundreds of times in God’s Home, 
presided over by His servants, Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside. 

But this is not all. The telephone in the hallway would 
ring many times in the day, often in the middle of the 
night, and Mr. Whiteside’s patient, gentlemanly “Hello” 
was ever a comfort to the ear at the receiver, away off in 
some other part of the city, or, possibly, in a suburb miles 
away. “Just to hear him say over the ’phone, ‘I will come 
at once, or, ‘We will go to prayer at once,’ gave one such 
rest and quietness,” writes a sister who was delivered out 
of many afflictions, in which afflictions Mr. Whiteside’s 
prayers were God’s channel of “power and love and 
strength.” Not all the calls were distress calls, of course, 
but many of them were, for we live in a world that is ever 
in anguish, and always there is some heart that needs to 
send out its cry for help, if there be a helper. And the 
telephone calls received the same sympathetic and Christ- 
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like attention that was given to those who came by the 
street door and in person. Sometimes there would be the 
petition to come immediately and pray with someone who 
was desperately ill, and even if the going involved starting 
at midnight and the sacrifice of hours of sleep, it was un- 
dertaken joyfully and as a matter of course. 

The day began early in the Home. Quietly the house- 
hold assembled, with the guests, around the table, always 
by lamplight in the winter months. Mr. Whiteside’s 
“grace” at meals was usually brief but never perfunctory, 
and it carried you into God’s presence as did all his 
prayers. Only one other man’s “blessing” at meal time 
was to be compared with that of Mr. Whiteside, in the 
writer’s experience—it was that of Pastor Stockmeyer, of 
Switzerland. The meals were simple but ample and 
wholesome, and pleasantness and peace sat with those who 
gathered round that table. Breakfast over, the members 
of the Home met in the large parlor for morning prayers. 
A chapter was read from God’s Word and then Mr. 
Whiteside would pray or call upon a guest of the Home 
to lead in prayer, and always a number of those present 
led in prayer before the circle of the Lord’s children dis- 
persed to go severally to their tasks of the morning. Mr. 
and Mrs. Whiteside joined with all who prayed and there 
was many a fervent, though quiet, “Amen” during these 
prayer hours. But it is probable that most of those who 
prayed in that circle recognized that their prayers, in com- 
parison with those of Mr. Whiteside, were like the first 
lispings of a little child in comparison with the fuller, 
deeper language of a mature man. And fortunate indeed 
were the sick ones and the distressed and perplexed ones 
who had been brought to the attention of this family 
priest. For here in the assembled household he would 
bear their names into the presence of God and plead with 
Spirit-wrought fervency and faith for their deliverance. 
And over the city and the suburbs, over the state and 
country, across the oceans to the far away mission fields, 
this praying man would carry the minds of all present as 
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he eloquently placed before the Lord the multitude of in- 
terests that were on his heart. Letters came from all over 
the world to him from his missionary friends and not one 
of them was slighted. It was a spiritual treat indeed to 
be in this prayer circle and witness the way in which the 
Lord can put the world in a man’s heart, with love enough 
to embrace it all. One who can speak with authority had 
* this to say of his hospitality, “Welcome was written all 
over his home and his heart.” And that “welcome” was 
for the whole needy world, for every land and clime, as 
the fervent prayers attested. And none but God Himself 
has numbered the many, many hours of private interces- 
sion that were spent by His faithful servant in this Home. 
Many an all-night of vigil did he keep and often late into 
the night or from the small hours of the morning till the 
break of day he waited upon God. Each day had in it 
some crisis which called for this man’s prayer of faith. 
Each problem was a call to prayer; each enterprise, 
whether his own or that of some one else which had been 
brought to him for prayer, was spread before the Lord 
for His blessing and His enabling to go through with it. 

It would take too long to tell the story of the lives that 
came or were brought to this Home for spiritual or phys- 
ical help, and of the miracles of grace that were wrought 
through prayer. One, at least, whom the best doctors in 
the city had pronounced incurable was healed of all her 
maladies and lived to serve the Lord in a land of heathen 
darkness. Men and women with broken nervous systems 
were touched here and afterwards kept in perfect peace 
of mind and body because the hand of faith here had led 
them to the great Physician and He had healed them. 
Ministers of many communions called on Mr. Whiteside 
for counsel and prayer, and went away with new vision 
and stronger faith in God because of this man’s love and 
prayer for them. 

Poor human derelicts called at the Home and were 
given the loving ministry of the compassionate Christ. 
One little incident of such ministry will illustrate what 
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manner of kindness such received, and if it seem to the 
reader to be amusing it will none-the-less reveal how beau- 
tiful is the love of God wherever bestowed. A man who 
was “down and out” came to the door and was received 
by Mr. Whiteside, who gave him the gospel of love and 
then led him to the basement and gave him the privilege 
of washing and taking a good bath, telling him that he 
would receive clean clothes when he was ready to put 
them on. The man was instructed to place his old filthy 
rags outside the bathroom door, and when they appeared 
Mr. Whiteside stuffed them into the furnace and pro- 
ceeded upstairs to get a suit of his own clothes to give to 
the fortunate fellow who was having his bath. But on 
this occasion, at least, Mr. Whiteside looked in vain for 
the old clothes. Mrs, Whiteside had given them to some 
other vagrant while Mr. Whiteside had been out, and she 
had forgotten to mention the fact to him. When he dis- 
covered this he smilingly took his “second best” (for he 
never owned many suits at a time) down to the still for- 
tunate fellow, waiting in the basement. 

The Home on Penn Avenue, first at 940, then at 
947, was later vacated and business houses of modern 
dimensions now occupy these places. Mr. and Mrs. 
Whiteside moved from there to Stockton Avenue, North 
Side, Pittsburgh; then later, to 320 Cedar Avenue, open- 
ing the Home at each of these places in turn. From the 
latter place Mrs. Whiteside went to her mansion in the 
Father’s House. Mr. Whiteside carried on with faithful 
colleagues for some years longer, when his declining 
strength made it impracticable to continue in such work 
and the Home was closed. But when Jesus comes to re- 
ward His servants He will refer to their Home of Peace 
and House of prayer, and their work of faith and labor 
of love in this connection will be included in His approba- 
tion, as He says to these choice saints of His, “Well done, 
my good and faithful servants; you have been faithful 
over a few things, I will make you rulers over many 
things.” 


CHAPTER VII 


“As some rare perfume 

In a vase of clay, 

Pervades it with a fragrance 
Not its own— 


“So when Thou dwellest 

In a mortal soul, 

All heaven’s own sweetness 
Seems around it thrown.” 


“TWO PEAS IN A POD”: MR. WHITESIDE’S 
PRAYING PARTNER 


LIFE which belongs to God is like a wonderful 

piece of music. The melody is His creation and 

His divine hands manipulate the keys which send 
forth the sweet consonance of sound. Dr. George D. 
Watson, a personal friend and colleague of Mr. White- 
side, used to say that each redeemed life in its entirety is 
probably the expression of one or more of God’s thoughts. 
If that be true, it is possible that the great thoughts of 
God, as expressed by the lives of His saints, may be set 
to heavenly music and, one day, when we have all reached 
the Father’s house in His everlasting kingdom, al! His 
children may have the joy of listening to the enrapturing 
symphony of each saint’s life. Thus may each of God’s 
thoughts be made eternally enduring through His great 
grace in the life which represents it. 

And, if this seem to be too ethereal for some of God’s 
practically minded children, they will at least agree that 
the memory of a life that was sweet and consistent, pure 
and practical and patient, that made those around it think 
ever of Jesus—the memory of such a life may well be 
likened to that of sweet music. Such was the life of Mrs. 
Whiteside, Mr. Whiteside’s praying partner. Her life 
was the accompaniment to the music of his life, for they 
lived in such harmony of ideals and purposes that it is 
difficult to think of them apart from each other. “You 
know Mrs. Whiteside and I are like two peas in a pod,” 
was Mr. Whiteside’s humble version of it one day, while 
giving some fatherly advice to a young man who had not 
yet found his life partner. And if two peas are found in 
a pod it is a certainty that God placed them there. They 
were joined together by His will. 

We have used the word “partner” advisedly, believing 
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that it aptly describes their relationship in the great enter- 
prise which they carried on together. They were here on 
business for the King and how beautifully they worked 
together and how successfully, will be one of the joys of 
God’s whole church when she stands at the judgment seat 
of Christ and her individual members receive praise from 
God. “Have you ever noticed how beautiful they are?” 
This was a question Mr. Whiteside smilingly asked once 
when speaking of a group of God’s children who were 
conspicuous for their buoyant faith in the Word of God, 
their missionary zeal, and their warm love for souls and 
for all who love Christ. And the people to whom he re- 
ferred were, some of them, wrinkled with age; they were 
not over-fashionable in dress; they were, on the whole, 
poor in this world’s goods, and would all have been 
counted “peculiar,” by the world. Yet the remark made 
by Mr. Whiteside concerning them was absolutely correct 
—they were beautiful. The beauty of the Lord was upon 
them and Christ radiated from their lives. In describing 
them Mr. Whiteside thought not of himself, but the 
beauty to which he referred was upon him and Mrs. 
Whiteside to such a degree as to attract all who knew 
them to the Christ whose beauty they manifested. 

Mrs. Whiteside was a gracious lady. And her gracious- 
ness was not of the kind which some people put on for 
the company in the parlor, like a new dress, and take off 
for something different before they enter the kitchen or 
the laundry. It was the kind which adorns the heart, and 
shines as beautiful, and as beautifully, in the place of pots 
and pans as where there are soft rugs and easy chairs. It 
was oft put to the test and we have seen it under fire more 
than once. It stood the test. Our pen is not capable of 
doing her justice. We can only sketch a few little pictures 
out of her sweet, Christ-adorned life and let the reader 
draw his own conclusions as to whether such a life was 
not that of a princess, a true daughter of Sarah, a mem- 
ber of heaven’s own aristocracy. 
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The occasion is a special one in the Home. An un- 
usually large company of guests are expected at the supper 
table, having come from a distance to the mid-week after- 
noon meeting held in the chapel in connection with the 
Home. The meeting is over and Mrs. Whiteside has en- 
tertained her guests for a while, not with small talk which 
would destroy the sound of God’s voice heard in the meet- 
* ing, but with sympathetic touches and personal interest 
which are like a climax to what has gone before, and 
which lead the hearers nearer to the Lord. Then she ex- 
cuses herself and a little later smilingly enters the kitchen 
away at the rear of the Home. Several Christian sisters 
are there, working rapidly in order to have the supper 
ready on the stroke of the clock. For orderliness and 
punctuality are part of the regular system in this Home 
where Christ abides. These sisters, most of them, are 
young lives in preparation for Christian work, at home or 
on some mission field. They love Mrs. Whiteside, and 
love of her and love of Christ make them cheerful and 
joyful at their work. They know she is a queen but they 
know, too, that she loves them and enters into all their 
interests and problems, and that under no circumstances 
will she be anything but a tender mother to them. And 
if the table at meal time is not full with too many guests 
to leave room for them, they are pressed to sit with all 
who are there, and are introduced to the guests as lovingly 
and as grandly as if they were guests themselves. 

But on this occasion something is wrong for the mo- 
ment. The pudding for dessert has somehow got spoiled 
—some wrong ingredient has made it inedible—and the 
young sister who feels herself responsible for this mishap 
is full of confusion and remorse. But Mrs. Whiteside’s 
pleasantness is the same as if all were well. And it is not 
a strained kind of pleasantness. It is genuine and from 
the depths of her heart as she comforts this child of God, 
who is in one of those little troubles which for the mo- 
ment can seem so big. Mrs, Whiteside’s presence makes 
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her forget the worst of it and the meal is served the same 
as if all had gone well in its preparation. The fact is, all 
did go well in spite of the spoiled pudding. It could not 
be otherwise where the Lord’s children love Him with all 
their hearts and where their love for one another is His 
own love. 

And those of you who knew her and had the honor of 
sitting sometimes at that table, can you not see her now, 
as she smilingly watches for the comfort and enjoyment 
of all at the table, serving others with no thought of her- 
self, seeing that no one is forgotten if his plate seems to 
want a second helping? Her motherly attention was ever 
on the alert. Once it was rather too alert for the comfort 
of one of the “boys” in the Home. He was not eating 
his supper with the usual good appetite which character- 
ized his gustatory habits, and Mother Whiteside noticed 
this and inquired if he were feeling up to the mark. His 
answer was rather evasive and, then, she became really 
solicitous and inquired about the state of his health until 
he would have felt himself a hypocrite if he had not 
owned up that he had that afternoon dulled the edge of 
his hunger with a piece of watermelon and an ice cream 
soda! Such indulgences were very rare in those days and 
it took all the courage he could muster to tell on himself 
in the presence of the assembled family! But that dear 
woman saw his confusion and suffered with him and did 
all that Christian courtesy could do to make him forget 
his embarrassment. In later years he could look back to 
that little episode as being worth all it cost him—the cost 
of the ice cream soda and watermelon was but a small 
part of it—because of the new understanding it gave him 
of Mrs. Whiteside’s Christ-like character. 

She was a tower of strength to all who needed her 
friendship. In her last days, when she was suddenly 
stricken with paralysis, one of the young women who had 
lived with her in the Home, left a fine prospect and hur- 
ried to her side to nurse her, saying, “I must go to Mother 
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Whiteside for I owe all I am and have to her.” Many 
lives that God is using in His vineyard today would give 
a like testimony if they were called as witnesses. 

From the beginning of their united lives they were 
wholeheartedly engaged in the work of their Master. 
Always they loved people, especially young people, and 
_ the combination of their lives was such that it is difficult 
to conceive of a better mated or more efficient couple, 
doing team work for Jesus. 

Mrs. Whiteside shared with Mr. Whiteside all the trials 
and tests which are necessary to the making of a great 
prayer-warrior and soul-winner. And she, with him, be- 
came a great prayer-warrior and soul-winner. When the 
Lord spoke to Mr. Whiteside about opening a mission in 
the slums of Pittsburgh he did not find that to obey the 
Lord would put a strain upon his partnership with Mrs. 
Whiteside. Certainly it would have caused a shrinking 
of her refined sensibilities had she not been sheltered in 
the wonderful grace of God which makes “Anywhere 
with Jesus, a house of praise.’ And their house of praise, 
for five years, was one room above the slum mission and 
below a lodge room, with a bed too short for Mr. White- 
side, and with noise and smoke “plenty.” There they 
lived for Jesus and ministered His marvelous love to the 
saving of many a soul, from the flotsam and jetsam of a 
world which is ever swept by the wrecking storms of sin. 
We have mentioned this again, though an earlier chapter 
records it more at length, only to show how perfectly their 
hopes and aims were one. 

And Mrs. Whiteside was always equal to the emer- 
gencies that such consecrated lives must need experience. 
Together with him she fought the good fight of faith and 
together they spoiled the enemy and took precious loot 
with which to enrich the kingdom of peace and love. 

On one occasion, in an all-night prayer meeting, while 
in prayer conflict, Mr. Whiteside had fallen prostrate on 
the floor, “to all appearance lifeless.” It was Mrs. White- 
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side who took in the situation and who knew just what to 
do. Of that incident an eye witness has this to say, “In- 
stantly Mrs. Whiteside was kneeling beside him, pleading 
the Blood and rebuking Satan. She was mistress of the 
situation. In a few minutes he came to himself and they 
helped him to his room, and the prayer meeting went on. 
But it was hard to pray, not knowing it was not Mr. 
Whiteside’s last meeting.” And soon he came back and 
prayed on and conducted the meeting on through the 
night, till five o’clock in the morning. 

The same witness says, concerning Mr. Whiteside’s 
great love for Mrs. Whiteside, ““He had one idol: that 
was his wife, Annie Whiteside. No one could ever turn 
him from anything he believed was right to do, but the 
Lord and Mrs. Whiteside. To him her judgment was 
always right and all she needed to say was, ‘Edward, be 
careful.’ That settled that question. He preached more 
about the victorious life than he ever did about sin. But 
sometimes he would say, ‘Annie, what shall I preach 
about?’ Her reply would be, ‘Preach about sin; warn 
them against sin.’ And, sure enough, the next Sabbath 
he would give us a fiery message on sin.” 

All through their lives this beautiful partnership lasted. 
Often she accompanied him when he would be called from 
Pittsburgh to distant cities to help in great Bible confer- 
ences and missionary conventions, or when his counsel was 
needed by the mission boards of which he was a most 
valued member. But, whether she aecompanied him or 
not, their hearts were one in love and devotion to Christ 
first, and, then, to each other. 

It is like treading on sacred ground to invite you to 
read from the endearing terms Mr. Whiteside used in 
speaking of her, but we believe it will honor the Lord to 
do so, reverently; and for that reason only we quote the 
following. He was away from home at a prayer confer- 
ence and Mrs. Whiteside was ill, for it was only a year 
or two before she went to be with the Lord, and during 
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that time she was often weak and physically helpless. Mr. 
Whiteside was writing to Miss Annie Frese, who was 
caring for Mrs. Whiteside, and who was like an own 
daughter. After speaking of the conference and of items 
which needed attention in the work during his absence, he 
concluded in the following words, “Tell mother that I 
think kind and loving thoughts about ‘my beautiful bride’ 
and hope to see her promptly after arrival of the Pitts- 
burgh and Lake Erie train, Saturday afternoon.” On 
another occasion he said to a member of the Home, “I 
expect to see Mrs. Whiteside very near to the Lord Jesus 
when we get home to heaven.” 

To lose a life-time partner under any circumstances 
would be a tremendous loss, but what must have been the 
loss to Mr. Whiteside when he lost such a partner? It 
would indeed have been a crushing blow to him, in the 
natural, to lose the loving, sympathetic companion of all 
his experiences. But his life was so vitally hidden in 
Christ and so really in the realm of the supernatural that 
he met this great emergency in triumph, about five years 
before his own home-going. This is shown in the fol- 
lowing excerpt from one of his letters: 


“T appreciate your message of sympathy and an- 
swer you that on my part I the more fully enter into 
your recent loss, from my own experience. When 
at the Annual Council at Nyack, a deeply spiritual 
sister in Christ stepped up to me in front of the In- 
stitute, and with her face all aglow, greeted me with 
the words, ‘I rejoice with you, Brother Whiteside.’ 
That sounded like music in my ears and brought 
great joy to my heart. 

“The home-going of my wife was so unexpected 
and so sudden that I just refused to question the 
Lord, for I dared not reason. The blow was so great 
that I dared not trust in my will power to meet it 
bravely, but placed my trust wholly in Jesus and sted- 
fastly looked past her to Jesus Himself. The instant 
she breathed her last breath I was held as still and as 
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calm as though she had only gone to sleep—no grief 
or sorrow, no tears or sense of loss. In place of my 
wife was Jesus, the gentle Jesus, the sympathetic 
Jesus. Peace, deep and satisfying held sway. Since 
then I have felt no sorrow and no regrets. He is a 
Marvel.” 


Thus did he write to a missionary friend and sister who 
had sent a message of condolence. And then through the 
remaining years of his pilgrimage he kept looking sted- 
fastly unto Jesus and was kept above the sorrow, in the 
comforting hope of the Lord’s return. 

May we anticipate here the record of his own home- 
going just to the extent of quoting the following from the 
words of Rev. R. F. C. Schwedler who was with Mr. 
Whiteside at the end of his earthly life? He writes the 
following, concerning Mr. Whiteside’s words at that time: 


“Toward the end, one day, he spoke quite at length 
about his wife, who had passed away some five years 
before, and of whom he never spoke during that time. 
He now spoke of her in such endearing terms, saying 
that they always agreed in everything. In the early 
years of his ministry in Pittsburgh [undoubtedly the 
slum mission years] on one occasion there was noth- 
ing to eat in the house except a crust of bread. It 
was on the table before them. He said to Mrs. 
Whiteside, ‘You eat it.’ She replied, ‘No, Edward, 
you eat it: you are going to preach tonight.’ ‘So I 
ate the crust,’ he humbly said.” 


What a beautiful partnership! Jesus had been invited 
to be present at their wedding, and he came, as to Cana 
long ago, and all through their lives He dwelt with them. 
And He turned the water—the common things of life— 
into wine! With Him they ever drank of that wine of 
His love which fails not and which is “the best” clear 
through life. And soon, very soon now, in His kingdom, 
the New Wine will be theirs to all eternity. 


CHAPTER VIII 


The great people of the earth today are the people who pray. 
I do not mean those who talk about prayer, but I mean those 
people who take time to pray. They have not time. It must be 
taken from something else. This something else is important. 
Very important and pressing, but still less important and pressing 
than prayer. There are people that put prayer first, and group the 
other items in life’s schedule around and after prayer. 

—S. D. Gorvon, in Quite Talks on Prayer. 


“OUR FORTE IS PRAYER”: PRAYER BECOMES 
THE KEYNOTE OF A BEAUTIFUL LIFE 


ONG years ago a clever young man, dressed in poor 
clothes, walked along the streets of a then young 
American city. He was looking for an opening, a 

chance! His heart was full of hope and big with ambi- 
tion, and he wanted only the opportunity given and he 
would make the world know what he was capable of doing. 
He soon found an opportunity, and he made more of them 
until, after sufficient years, he was recognized as one of 
the world’s great men. He could do extremely well a 
great number of things. He was an author and a scien- 
tist; a philosopher and a wit; a statesman and a sage. 
But he had one qualification in which he excelled. His 
forte was diplomacy. Not the cheap kind that stoops to 
subterfuge and lying, but the great kind of which only 
great souls are capable. This qualification was so highly 
developed in his make-up that he used it on his enemies 
and the enemies of his country with often splendid and 
marvelous effect. And though many years have gone by 
we still take our hats off to the memory of Benjamin 
Franklin. Measured by man’s standards he was a great 
man. But the lesson we desire to draw from the life of 
the early American ambassador, whom we have ventured 
to mention in spite of his being so well known, is this, that 
it was his forte that made him so useful to his generation. 
All his splendid talents had their places, but they were 
crowned by his greatest talent. 

It is good to know many things, well. It is probably 
more important that we should know a few things, or one 
great thing, surpassingly well. If E. D. Whiteside had 
looked over all the field of opportunity that life afforded 
him of making for himself a lasting name, he could not 
have found anything that touched in its long vista that 
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which finally became the thing he could do surpassingly 
well. But it was not ambition for a lasting name that 
made him choose to be above all things else a man of 
prayer. Rather, he chose, like his Lord before him, to be 
a grain of wheat that had fallen into the ground and died. 
From that buried grain there has sprung a multitude of 
grains of wheat, and the end is not yet. 

How few there are who choose to be ambassadors in 
the Court of all courts! It costs more than any except 
the most daring souls are willing to pay. The reward is 
not always immediate and because it seems, to all eyes 
except those of faith, indistinct and far off, only an occa- 
sional one in our too sordid brotherhood is like Jabez, 
“more honorable than his brethren,” and makes it the pas- 
sion of his life, his supreme and constant enterprise, to 
wait upon the Lord. Mr. Whiteside’s life, viewed as a 
whole, is like a sparkling gem for the crown of the King 
of kings, a beautiful diamond! Preéminently that which 
made it so was his forte—prayer. Not prayer as an ab- 
stract element or as an end in itself, but prayer as a 
means of knowing God and Jesus Christ whom He has 
sent. This is life eternal! This is the summum bonum 
of the human heart. E. D. Whiteside showed the dis- 
crimination which leaves what is good and takes the best. 
Not in a moment or in a day did his personality crystallize 
into the beautiful life it finally became. It was a process © 
of years and it was not a thing cheaply acquired or, at 
first, easily held. It cost him much. He had naturally a 
persevering will, but if that will had not been perfectly 
blended with the will of God it never could have attained 
to the splendid place it finally reached. To reach that 
place Mr. Whiteside was willing to be nothing that Christ 
might be All. And Christ Himself made this saint a man 
whose forte was prayer. 


It would fill a volume bigger than the one you are read- 
ing to tell even half the incidents in his life that. would 
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each bear true witness to the foregoing statement. We 
shall take space here to recount only a few of them. 

One summer while the tent campaign of city evangelism 
was on and one of the tents was pitched in East End, 
Pittsburgh, there came into that tent one afternoon two 
men who were adepts at wresting the Scriptures. No 
Aneeting was in progress at the time and only one of Mr. 
Whiteside’s helpers was there. He was there to take care 
of the tent between meetings. The two visitors, repre- 
senting a cult whose chief ambition seemed to be that of 
making proselytes from other communions, began an ar- 
gument with the young man who was looking after the 
tent. His heart was full of love to God and to his fellows, 
but he was no match for the way those men could stack 
up broken fragments of God’s Word and then stand off 
and say, “Look there! Doesn’t the Bible say that?” 
They could quote Scripture imfinitum, but they did not 
rightly divide the Word of Truth. To have followed 
their methods of interpretation would have mixed the dis- 
pensations indiscriminately. It was most bewildering. 
And the strange thing about it was that they believed they 
had reconciled all the Scriptures to the one little pet heresy 
for which they especially stood. That evening the young 
man told Mr. Whiteside about it, and that man of God, 
always so poised in God’s beautiful, symmetrical truth, 
smiled and said, “Brother, the next time you are accosted 
in that manner, say to those who seek for such an argu- 
ment, ‘Let us pray!’ Get on your knees and talk to God. 
For their forte is quoting Scripture while our forte is 
prayer.” How beautifully he would have met the situa- 
tion and with what blessed results, perchance. 

One other day the evangelistic tent was to be moved 
to a new neighborhood. Mr. Whiteside had arranged for 
a vacant lot for the purpose, but when he and his helpers 
arrived at the place they found a loud and blustering man 
ahead of them with a “merry-go-round” outfit. Mr. 
Whiteside informed him that the place had been engaged 
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for tent meetings. Then the merry-go-round man began 
to go round merrily, and in loud and emphatic terms de- 
clared he would not leave the place until he was well 
ready! He stuck the point of one of his tent pegs into 
the ground and challenged anybody and everybody to 
touch it. Quitely Mr. Whiteside shoved it over with his 
foot. Nothing happened except more blustering, but Mr. 
Whiteside looked troubled, and turned away and went 
home to pray! In a few hours he returned and very 
humbly said to his associates, ‘““The Lord said to me, when 
I got on my knees before Him concerning this matter, 
‘Resist not evil.’”” He then went to the man who owned 
the pleasure outfit and told him he would vacate the lot 
and look elsewhere for a place in which to hold tent meet- 
ings. The man was taken aback and urged Mr. White- 
side to occupy his tent and use it for a meeting that night. 
Mr. Whiteside did so and the Lord blessed the meeting 
and no doubt the man who owned the wooden horses got 
a new understanding of the religion that makes its fol- 
lowers, as much as lieth in them, live peaceably with all 
men. Prayer, for Mr. Whiteside, was God’s method of 
showing the way out of each baffling situation. If it were 
the method followed by all of God’s children, how differ- 
ent the church would appear to the world around her! 
One more incident. It is mid-January, 1918. A cold 
wave has swept over all the northern part of the States. 
There is zero weather down to the Mason and Dixon line 
and somewhat south of it. And there’is deep snow clear 
to St. Louis and some snow even in Texas. A missionary 
father and mother who have been working in a tropical 
climate are crossing with little children from New York 
to Los Angeles. The younger of their two boys, always 
frail hitherto, has a bad cold and is coughing. The par- 
ents’ hearts are torn with anxiety. In Pittsburgh, be- 
tween trains, they visit Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside in the 
Home where they know they have a warm welcome. 
Their hearts as well as their hands and feet are warmed 
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while they wait. But the call is necessarily very brief and 
all too soon they find it is time to go. And as they are 
about to leave, Mr. Whiteside says, as he so many, many 
times in his lifetime and under so many different kinds of 
circumstances said, “Let us tell the Lord about it.” They 
all kneel and he prays earnestly, lovingly and believingly. 
_They rise to separate, the last parting they are ever to 
know from Mrs. Whiteside, for they were never to meet 
her again before meeting where no one ever says good- 
bye, in the presence of the Lord. And as they rise from 
that little prayer time, Mr. Whiteside says with a smiling 
face, while he rubs his hands together in a way he had 
when his heart was specially moved with joy and assur- 
ance, “I feel better now, don’t you?” Prayer was his 
vital breadth and the solution of all problems for him was 
found at the throne of grace. The missionaries for whom 
he prayed did feel better, indeed, and went on their way 
cheered and comforted, and protected to the end of their 
long journey. 

He believed and practiced that God and only God is 
sufficient and complete for every circumstance of life. 
That God in Christ is willing to answer all questions; 
overcome all difficulties; deliver out of all trials, or give 
sufficient grace to live victorious in trial; supply all need, 
and fully satisfy all longing of the human heart. And he 
believed that the method God uses to bring together man’s 
needs and God’s supply is prayer. Hence, it was natural 
in a man of such an analytical mind as his, and such tire- 
less will, that once he had fully committed himself to this 
faith, he should consistently and persistently put it into 
practice. At home, on journeys, and on sojourns, he 
prayed. He never was more delighted than when he could 
get others to pray. Did he hear 4 young disciple utter a 
believing petition? He was filled with joy and a quiet 
but glad “Hallelujah” would burst from his lips. Did a 
crisis confront his work? Prayer would take him safely 
through it. Did a broken heart come to him for comfort? 
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Prayer would bring the touch of Him who is Anointed 
for the very purpose of binding up the broken hearted. 
Many would bear witness that his forte was prayer. We 
quote from the words of a few of the many such wit- 
nesses : 


“As a Member of the board of managers of the 
Christian and Missionary Alliance, his words of 
counsel and his prayers were keenly appreciated. In 
times of great difficulty when no one knew which 
way to turn, Mr. Whiteside would always enjoin us 
to turn to God in prayer.” 

Rev. H. M. Suuman, 
President of the Board of Managers, 
Christian and Missionary Alliance. 


“For ten or twelve years past, whenever we have 
thought of men of God who have stood out preemi- 
nently in the prayer of life, the name of Brother 
Whiteside has been among them. His name stands 
with George Muller and Andrew Murray, as an 
apostle of prayer, and we earnestly trust that he, 
being dead, may yet speak to many of us of the ne- 
cessity of pouring our lives upon the altar of inter- 
cession.” 

Mr. ArtHuR J. Bowen, 
Secretary American Council of the 
South African General Mission. 


“There was only one Mr. Whiteside. There never 
was another character like him, unless it was George 
Muller, of Bristol, England,” , 

Mrs. WittiAM B. Hoac, Pittsburgh, 
a member of his flock. 


One of the stenographers at the headquarters of the 
Christian and Missionary Alliance, New York City, had 
occasion to go into the prayer meeting room of The Gospel 
Tabernacle at that place, Dr. A. B. Simpson’s church. 
Away in a shadowed corner, behind the piano, she saw a 
silent figure kneeling in prayer. It was Mr. Whiteside. 
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He was attending the Board meetings of his society, but 
he had managed to find a secluded place in which to wait 
_ upon God. Always he took time to pray. His life cen- 
tered in the will of God. He knew that to keep in con- 
stant touch with that will he must keep in constant fellow- 
ship, through prayer. 


_ We conclude this chapter with excerpts from a few of 
his letters: 


On Train, Marcu 30, 1925. 


We have had a very comfortable ride all day, by 
God’s grace. It has been possible for prayer to be 
uninterrupted. Have meditated on Satan’s wiles in 
hindering prayer and bringing about cross-purposes, 
and our folly in giving heed to him instead of resist- 
ing Satan and his hosts. It has always been so, but 
at this period of apostasy he is marshalling his forces 
and attacking believers more fiercely and deceitfully 
than ever before. We must avail ourselves of the 
armour and leave no part exposed to his advantage. 
Living and enjoying communion with Christ, we can 
always triumph. More than that, we can obtain vic- 
tory and richer experience. “Thanks be unto God 
who giveth us the victory through our Lord Jesus 
Christ.” “Behold, I give you power to tread upon 
serpents and scorpions and over all the power of the 
enemy and nothing shall be impossible to you.” This 
is our assurance. Jesus meant that for all believers. 
“Even since Calvary Satan has no rightful claim on 
any man, woman or child for whom Christ died.” 
Saturday I was compelled to wait upon the Lord all 
day. Sunday forenoon the Lord rewarded me for 
spending Saturday in prayer, giving me great free- 
dom and unction in the preaching service in the 
Auditorium, the Lord was very real to me in phys- 
ical refreshment. 


Writing to one who was worried and burdened about 
unsaved friends he says: 
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Under these circumstances we must pray more ear- 
nestly and with increasing faith. Jesus says, “Let 
not your heart be troubled.” Paul wrote, “In noth- 
ing be anxious; but in everything by prayer and sup- 
plication with thanksgiving let your requests be made 
known unto God.” 

Our heavenly Father is more interested in the sal- 

vation of than you He tells us what 
to’ do, “Pray,” “Ask,” “Seek,” “Knock: Sataneaes 
feats us if we reason with them. He knows that if 
we try reasoning that will harden their hearts. If 
we pray he will cause our anxiety to hinder faith, 
then we will become cast down and discouraged. So 
God has told us that we should not be anxious nor let 
our hearts be troubled. He will answer prayer only 
after we definitely cast our trouble on Him,—this 
awful trouble, this desperate trouble, this heart-crush- 
ing trouble. 
Get down before God and pray it out till 
you hear from heaven. Make a business of it. You 
will backslide if you worry. You will backslide if 
you become careless. In either case you will back- 
slide. But you won’t backslide if you pray through. 
Make a business of it. I will stand with you. This 
will be better than talking, etc. I am sending you a 
New Year Calendar. Many joys in answer to prayer 
be given you. Cordially yours in Christ, 


E. D. WauitesIbe. 


CHAPTER IX 


Lord teach us to pray (Luke 11:1). It was a wise and good 
request, prompted by the Saviour’s own practice. He did not, in 
the first instance, command His disciples to pray; but He gave 
Himself to the blessed practice of prayer, and this made them 
eager to learn and practice the holy art. This is the best way of 
inculcating new and holy habits in those who surround us. Do 
not begin by exhorting them, but by living before them a life so 
holy, so unselfish, so consecrated and devout, that they will spon- 
taneously approach you, saying, “Give us your secret; tell us how 
we may do and become as you.” It is a holy life which constitutes 


our best pulpit. 
—F. B. Meyer, in Our Daily Homily. 


MR. WHITESIDE’S “BOYS”: TEACHING 
OTHERS TO PRAY 


HE place is ten thousand miles from Pittsburgh, on 

7 the plains of India. The hour is probably midnight. 

One of Mr. Whiteside’s “boys” is kneeling in a still, 
little room of a mission bungalow, waiting upon God in 
mighty intercessory prayer. Outside there is the same 
stillness that pervades the prayer room, though at intervals 
you may hear the mournful cries of jackals away off in 
the low-lying hills. Or, the monotonous thum-thum, 
thum-thum of tom toms may float to you over the sleepy 
air from a village a half mile off, where the sad, vain 
vigils of paganism are being kept by some peacelorn soul. 
But of these sounds the watcher is not conscious, for he 
is pleading for a word of assurance from his Lord con- 
cerning the life that hangs but by a thread, in the room 
beyond the wall near which he kneels. 

Only a few days since he landed in Bombay after a 
blessed voyage from America. All the way over God had 
used him and one of the chief officers on the “tramp” 
steamer in which he travelled was saved, because that of- 
ficer could not resist the love of Jesus which he saw in 
this servant of God. Landing in Bombay with his dear 
wife and two precious children he learns that another of 
the boys from Pittsburgh is lying at the point of death, 
430 miles inland. Ready always to forego his own con- 
venience for the welfare of others, he buys a third-class 
ticket and starts for the lonely little mission station up in 
the province of Berar. And now he is kneeling in prayer 
_ while the night holds all in still darkness. 

A few years before he had gone with his wife and 
family from Scotland to America expecting to enter upon 
a business career. Trained in all the various processes 
that have to do with the manufacturing and marketing of 
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linens and draperies, clever and handsome, and gifted 
with a surpassingly winsome personality, he looked out 
upon the world with high hope. Going to Pittsburgh, he 
secured a position with one of the largest and most re- 
liable firms of that prosperous city—the firm of Arbuth- 
not and Stephenson. That company’s stores were located 
on Penn Avenue, not far from the Home and Mis- 
sion Hall of Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside. This fine son 
of Scotland, of whom his country may well be proud, was 
God’s child and, as the days went by, lived the life he 
professed. He had known the fleeting joys of the world- 
ling in Scotland and testified years later in India that 
when the Lord saved him, the new joy was so superior 
to the old that there was no hunger left for the things of 
the world. But, like good king Asa, he was diseased in 
his feet and like Asa—for a time—he “sought to the phy- 
sicians,’” and grew worse and worse. With the fine cour- 
age that is characteristic of his race, he worked bravely 
on and did not complain or let his wife, whom he dearly 
loved, know how much he was suffering. His work neces- 
sitated his standing on his poor, sick feet nearly the whole 
day and when evening would come he would be as lame 
as Mephibosheth. And when he would leave the street 
car some blocks from his home, he would limp along the 
street like some poor, tired tramp whose wanderings have 
left him nothing much for feet but bunions and blisters. 
But when he would get near his house he would set his 
teeth and a merry twinkle would come into his eyes. Then 
he would brace himself and walk into his home with a 
bright smile and meet the idols of his heart, his wife and 
their two bonny, bright-eyed lassies, as if all were well! 
He managed this nicely for a time, but one evening his 
wife went down the street to meet him. She sat in the 
shade in a little park and watched, when she thought it 
was nearly time for him to be coming. Soon she saw a 
poor “tramp” limping along toward her, stopping every 
few steps to rest. And she thought to herself, “Who is 
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that poor fellow, so lame, and so tired?” And then, pres- 
ently, “Why—oh! It is—! . And then “the fat was in 
the fire.” He could no longer hide from the darling of 
his heart that he was a desperately afflicted man and that 
something must be done. Together they prayed, as they 
had often prayed before, and together they sought the 
Lord. And He who plans our pes i in eternity and works 
them out in time, with grace and provision for each crisis 
as it comes, was watching the furnace into which this dear 
son of His had been cast, and knew just when to say, “It 
is enough.” Peter Campbell Moodie, for that was the 
name of this nobleman, had been attending Mr. White- 
side’s meetings and had been hearing what, to him, were, 
at first, strange teachings. From Mr. Whiteside’s prayer- 
saturated, Scripture-rich and Spirit-indited messages; 
from the glad, humble testimonies in the praise meetings ; 
from the street meetings, that were God’s call to hundreds 
of passers-by; from Mrs. Whiteside’s beautiful, winsome 
friendliness after the meetings, in the Home; and, most 
of all, from the love of Christ Himself, extended to him 
through these dear servants of the Lord,—from all these, 
the light of heaven was shining upon his pathway. And 
he was walking, or limping, toward his emancipation. 
And one morning before starting for his day’s duties, 
after having pondered the teachings on the subject of the 
Lord for the body, which he had heard through Mr. 
Whiteside and his flock, the great, good, chief Shepherd 
Himself whispered directly to him, for his ear and not for 
another’s, “Are you ready to be healed now?” And he 
answered with a big, full heart, “Yes, Lord, I’m ready.” 
And the work was done. He counted it done and it was 
done. He needed no longer to limp and to set his jaw to 
keep back the groans. And not many days or months 
after, he heard the Lord say to him, “I want you to leave 
your present position and work in My vineyard.” And it 
seems to those of us who knew him that we can hear him 
now as he would answer, in his deep, reverent tones, “the 
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voice of a man who was all man,” “Yes, Lord, I am ready 
to follow wherever Thou dost lead.” And so he came 
into the work of preaching the Gospel and later both he 
and Mrs. Moodie heard the voice of the Lord telling them 
separately that they were to go to India. Thus he became 
one of Mr. Whiteside’s “boys.” And he was a boy, too, 
not “any old fellow got mtxed with the boys.” He was a 
boy at thirty-five when he went to India and at thirty- 
seven when his splendid manhood was so Christlike and 
mature that the Lord transferred him to be with Himself. 
At his open grave at Akola, Berar, India, while the 
Oriental sky was lighted with a wondrous sunset glow, 
we sang with hope-filled sorrow McComber’s great hymn, 
which both he and Mr. Whiteside loved, oh, so much, 


“In the glow of early morning, 

In the solemn hush of night; 

Down from heaven’s open portals, 
Steals a messenger of light, 
Whispering sweetly to my spirit, 
While the hosts of heaven sing; 
This the wondrous thrilling story: 
Christ is coming, Christ my King, 
This the wondrous thrilling story— 
Christ is coming, Christ my King. 


Years later this same sweet message was sung at Mr. 
Whiteside’s grave. These two graves will soon be open 
once more and forever be empty, when the prophecy of 
this hymn is fulfilled to them and to all who sleep in Jesus. 

Let your mind go back now, again, to Chandur, that 
mission station where Mr. Moodie is kneeling. In the 
next room lies another of the boys from Pittsburgh and 
this one is hardly more than a boy, in fact as well as in 
name. He, like Mr. Moodie, owes much to Mr. and Mrs. 
Whiteside, for through them more than through any other 
human agency he got the vision of life’s meaning, the 
courage to consecrate his life to God’s service, the call to 
leave home and friends and follow the Master where He 
might lead. He has not yet been in India a full year, and 
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now he lies on the very edge of that dark hole which man 
knows as the grave. Coming to his station a few weeks 
before, from the annual convention of his mission, he had 
gone “on tour” with the faithful senior missionary of the 
station. Still engrossed with language study he is only a 
learner, a new recruit, in company with a warrior of years 
of experience. But Satan hates the recruits of the Cap- 
‘tain of our salvation as well as the seasoned veterans, and 
this one is stricken down with a most malignant type of 
Indian fever. The Lord had richly blessed him in the 
convention and this is the adversary’s counter-attack. And 
the recruit does not understand. All his bones ache and 
his body is heavy as lead. He tries to walk it off, but the 
heaviness increases and he is compelled to give it up. All 
that night he lies in the little touring tent and tosses, and 
drinks water, from the big earthen vessel at the side of his 
cot, placed there by a kind Indian brother. For the war- 
rior is miles away, having had to go to the mission station. 
The next day he returns with the bullock cart, a spring- 
less one and the only one they possess. The recruit is 
placed in it and then the bullocks draw it home to the 
mission house. The road is rough and though they go 
slowly it is agony to him while they “rattle his bones over 
the stones,” till they reach the mission bungalow. There 
he is received by tender, faithful hands that do all for 
him that a real mother could have done. But the pain in 
his head increases. Little demons of torture seem to be 
boring his brain full of holes and the agony is almost 
more than he can bear. But he is enabled to cry to the 
Lord and to ask in faith, “Lord, what is it for? What 
does it mean?” And the Lord whispers the answer to his 
spirit, where none but God can speak, “The trying of 
your faith, being much more precious than of gold.” And 
that brings peace, even though the pain keeps up and the 
little demons keep on boring holes! Days drag on. The 
pain never lets up and uttermost weakness is added to it, 
until it would be sweet to let go and be at rest in the pres- 
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ence of the Lord. But deep in his soul, under the stormy 
billows of pain, is the conviction that this would not be 
God’s will. The faithful missionaries stand by him, though 
their faith is sorely tested. They know the symptoms well 
—the symptoms of death. And then comes Moodie. And 
now he is wrestling in prayer for the life of his young 
friend. The day before he had said with a firm voice and a 
smile which he did not feel, but which he meant with all the 
love of his big, manly heart, “No, he will not die. God 
will raise him up.” Now it is night. The stillness of the 
grave is all around. Strongly the enemy contends nor 
yields an inch of territory. The hours harrow slowly by. 
The fevered mind is sluggish and can no longer even 
whisper a prayer. But the silent wrestler will not be 
denied. And God, who loves with a special and peculiar 
love, men who can thus fight the powers of hell in His 
strength, will not deny Him. “Jesus is Victor,” this 
kneeling man was often heard to say and to sing. And 
now He is Victor once more. The morning comes and the 
fever is gone! The head is rested and the recruit some- 
how knows that he ought to get up and dress and go to 
chota hazri! Chota hagri is the “little breakfast” that 
begins the meals of an Indian day. 

Peter Campbell Moodie said little except to rejoice in 
the Lord and to praise Him, but heaven has the record 
and the Captain of our salvation has the “reward” for that 
night’s sharp conflict with the powers of darkness. In the 
silence of the night the great Physician came down in 
answer to the prayers of His children and drove disease 
away. No quinine, no tonic, no doctor had any part in 
that cure. Jesus did it all and to Him is all the glory! 

Dear reader, if all this seems to be to the side of our 
subject, remember that Mr. Whiteside was so deter- 
minedly set on hiding himself and manifesting the Lord 
Jesus that the best way we know to write about him is to 
tell you of the effect of his life on other lives. His better 
biography is written in God-blessed lives. We have given 
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you the foregoing picture because it is vitally connected 
with his life. It is certain that similar results from his 
life of prayer and praise and victory have taken place on 
most of the mission fields of the world. He ever taught 
that “men ought always to pray,” but his own example 
was overwhelmingly the most convincing example we have 
ever seen in favor of a life of prayer. And not alone on 
' the mission fields, though many of them are there, but 
around Pittsburgh and over Pennsylvania and over other 
of the States, and Canada, are “boys” of Mr. Whiteside 
who will tell you to their earthly journey’s end that they 
owe, under God, more to Mr. Whiteside than to anyone 
else what they believe and what they have experienced 
with reference to a life of prayer. 


No finer compliment was ever paid to the compiler of 
the story of these pages than when he was called “one of 
Mr. Whiteside’s boys,” and there is not a “boy” in all the 
group that may be called that, who does not long to be 
worthy of such an honorable name. 


But we must not close this chapter without the testi- 
mony of others concerning this phase of the life of Mr. 
Whiteside. Rev. Arthur Petrie is another of the group 
and below we give his testimony. He was a missionary 
to Japan and at present is a pastor in Pittsburgh. In 
writing on the subject, he says: 


“Rey. E. D. Whiteside was a trainer of Christian 
men for Christian service. His method of training 
was rare, but it was the method of Elijah, the method 
of Paul, and it was preéminently the method of the 
Master Himself. As Elijah trained Elisha by having 
him with him, and as Paul trained Timothy and others 
by having them with him, and as the Lord Jesus trained 
His disciples by having them with Him, so Brother 
Whiteside trained people for Christian service by hav- 
ing them with him. Not a few in the ministry today 
are there because they were so trained and prepared by 
Mr. Whiteside. A number of these lived for a season 
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in his own home. He watched them; studied how 
they spent their time; noted how they prayed; 
watched their general deportment; had them at times 
accompany himself to services; appointed them to 
preaching services; called up members of the con- 
gregation as to how they preached, if acceptable or 
otherwise. Then, at suitable occasions, he would 
watch for his opportunities to get his prospective 
worker alone, and, on the basis of his findings, would 
advise and counsel and instruct. On a certain occa- 
sion he said to one of these workers: “The trouble 
with you is, you don’t pray enough.” It was a pun- 
gent remark but it proved salutary. He said things 
like that to those he had in training. Brother White- 
side was in himself a whole school of practical Chris- 
tian work.” 


We do not know how many “students” there were in 
Elijah’s School of the Prophets, but it is probable that 
E. D. Whiteside had at least as many in his school. Said 
one, well acquainted with this fact, “If it were possible to 
have before us..... all those who have been called and 
trained for the service of the Lord, under the ministry 
of our dear Brother Whiteside, we should have a very 
large company.”’ Rev. James S. Moore, who for thirty- 
eight years was, much of the time, associated with Mr. 
Whiteside, writes thus: 


“He was greatly used of God in preparing young 
men for the ministry, and many of the Nyack stu- 
dents passed through his hands. And he taught them 
the art of prayer, and to wait upon God and get their 
messages on their knees. They will rise up in eter- 
nity and call him blessed.” 


Such witnesses concerning him could be multiplied, but 
we have called the required “two or three” and, for the 
present, this serves the purpose. Before closing this 
chapter, on the subject of which a whole volume might be 
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written, we can do no better than to quote from a letter 
of Mr. Whiteside himself, to one of those who had train- 
ing in Mr. Whiteside’s Home, a missionary to India: 


PITTSBURGH, NovEMBER 7, 1924. 
“Dear Brother Helfers: Your very kind and com- 
forting letter to hand. Thank you kindly for the 
information and encouragement your letter contained. 
Nothing else has such a hopeful aspect as your in- 
creasing devotion to the Lord. A love of prayer is 
the thermometer of spirituality. Cultivate that at 
any cost. Nothing promotes fruit-bearing like per- 
sistent intercession. Nothing provokes Satan so 
much as faithful united prayer among God’s children. 
Lack of prayer evidences Satan’s subtle power, in 
workers at home or abroad, who substitute other 
means of fruit-bearing...... 
“Most heartily your brother in Christ, 
“E, D. WHITESIDE.”’ 


He was wont to tell the young men associated with him 
in the Lord’s work that they ought to spend hours each day 
in prayer, with “a minimum of three hours.” He hardly 
ever wrote a letter—and he wrote hundreds of letters— 
without admonishing to prayer and the study of God’s 
Word. They were blessing-freighted letters. And he did 
not separate prayer from Bible study. To pray without 
the study of God’s Word creates fanatics: to study the 
Word intellectually and without much prayer creates cold 
theologians, likely to preach the Word in the killing letter 
and without the life-giving Spirit. Mr. Whiteside was 
sane and poised, and kept these two important matters in 
proper balance. Hence he had the right to speak to 
others. He backed every utterance with a consistent and 
corresponding life. It seems to us, as we allow memory 
to run over. our experiences with this saint of God, that 
all his words were warm with the love of Christ. Some- 
times they were “pungent” as the foregoing testimony 
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shows. Yet, always, they were loving and tender. The 
secret ?—Christ lived in this man’s heart and taught him. 


“O teach me, Lord, that I may teach 
The precious things Thou dost impart; 
And wing my words, that they may reach 
The hidden depths of many a heart.” 


CHAPTER X 


“There is a place where thou canst touch the eyes 
Of blinded men to instant perfect sight; 
There is a place where thou canst say “Arise” 
To dying captives bound in chains of might; 
There is a place where thou canst reach the store 
Of hoarded gold and free it for the Lord; 
There is a place upon some distant shore 
Where thou canst send the worker or the word. 
There is a place where God’s resistless power 
Responsive moves to thine insistent plea. 
There is a place—a simple trusting place 
Where God Himself descends and fights for thee. 
Where is that blessed place? Dost thou ask where? 
O soul, it is the secret place of prayer.” 
—Miss A. A. Potarp. 


CARNEGIE HALL CONVENTIONS: THE OPEN 
REWARD OF PRAYER 


ARNEGIE MUSIC HALL, North Side, Pitts- 

burgh, has had its full share of important public 

gatherings. Its filled tiers of seats have listened 
with enthralled attention, while the great music artists of 
America and Europe have here interpreted the master- 
pieces of their own or others’ composition. Scientists 
have stood upon its rostrum and imparted to intellectual 
audiences marvelous secrets of nature, yielded up to them 
as the reward of their patient researches in laboratory and 
observatory. Statesmen have stirred the fires of patriot- 
ism in thousands of hearts as they have here set forth in 
eloquent terms their convictions on national and interna- 
tional problems. Heretics, too, have sometimes found 
their way to the front of this building, which in its own 
way has formed a very important part of the history of 
Pittsburgh, and have foisted upon an unwary public their 
strange twistings of God’s straight truth, putting the mud 
and slush of their abnormal minds and souls into the 
crystal-clear water of life and roiling it to the eternal hurt 
of thirsty souls that have drunk it thus. While others, 
more level headed, have turned away in disgust from 
these false teachers, yet withal, deceived into thinking that 
the Bible had nothing better to offer them. And thus 
reproach has been brought upon the matchless name of 
Christ and His Word. 

But here, too, the humble, blood-washed children of 
God, “the aristocracy of heaven,” have met in sweetest 
fellowship and have worshipped with glowing hearts the 
consciously present Lord in their midst. And in this 
building the Lord has led them, through His Spirit-taught 
and Spirit-anointed servants, to the fountain of truth and 
has given them visions of higher and still higher ground 
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in the heavenly places in Christ. Then, from here, He 
has sent them forth, panoplied with His armor, to fight 
the good fight of faith in an unbelieving world, and to 
bear witness to their fellows that God still comes down to 
commune with trusting hearts, to lift their burdens, heal 
their sick bodies, forgive their sins and solve the every- 
day problems of their humdrum lives. 

In the roll of shining names in this group of wor- 
shippers, that of E. D. Whiteside stands easily and un- 
questionably first. To him as God’s channel a multitude 
of hearts owe the greatest blessing that has ever come into 
their lives—blessing which had its origin in these annual 
conventions in Carnegie Music Hall. 

Yet one might have attended those conventions and 
never have seen him or heard his name mentioned. One 
might even have gone through a great spiritual crisis 
there, and have received the wondrous touch of God’s 
hand in salvation or healing or anointing of the Holy 
Ghost—might have had all this experience, without know- 
ing that the human leader and organizer and controller 
of that great gathering was E. D. Whiteside. His hu- 
mility was such that he shunned publicity—shunned it be- 
cause he longed to have men think only of the Lord Jesus, 
and see Him and hear Him and love Him. But when 
there was the contrition of a sin-burdened heart, or the 
sighing of a suffering body, or the earnest seeking for the 
corn of Canaan on the part of a soul that God’s grace 
had made hungry, no one was so ready as he to kneel by 
that heart and listen to its confession, and inspire its 
trembling confidence. And then he would lay gentle 
hands of love upon the seeker’s head and plead in sure 
and eloquent terms the grace and power of God for that 
one’s peculiar and particular need. And, oh, the power 
of those prayers! For as this priest of the sanctuary 
would enter right into the holiest of all and carry with 
him the heart for whom he pled and confidently claim the 
merits of Christ’s atoning blood, the Lord would hear and 
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deliver. And then, while tears of love and joy would flow 
and another emancipated soul, or body, would gaze with 
new wonder upon the marvelous provision of the grace of 
God, the quiet, though fervent, “Hallelujah” of God’s 
humble, believing servant, told how glad was his heart of 
one more victory for Jesus our Lord. 

The atmosphere of Carnegie Hall on those convention 
occasions was sweet and holy, like that of a consecrated 
cathedral, a real temple of God, where the Lord Jesus is 
preached and honored and worshipped as God; and where 
the stench of hell, through Satanic teaching or dead for- 
malism is ever driven back by the breezes that blow with 
life and health and holiness straight from the throne of 
God. What made it? The prayers of faith of E. D. 
Whiteside and his loyal co-workers, who each year for 
weeks before the convention was due by the calendar, 
spent many hours of body-breaking vigils in pleading be- 
fore the Lord that He would make the Carnegie Music 
Hall His temple for the convention days, and would drive 
out all the adverse powers that there might have found a 
- foothold. Let those who doubt that such a thing as spirit- 
ually vitiated atmosphere through demon power is possi- 
ble, pray God to have mercy on their unbelieving souls! 
Their unbelief is proof that their souls are only half 
awake or, possibly, altogether dead. And let those who 
know that these things are so, and know also that God 
drives back the prince of the power of the air and cleanses 
the place his presence had defiled, in answer to humble, 
believing prayer—let such bow in worship as they listen 
to the Lord Jesus saying to them, “Blessed are your eyes 
for they see; and your ears for they hear.” 

Once only, do we remember, it was different. There 
was some hindrance to the working of the Lord. The 
messages of the convention were falling powerless, or too 
nearly so, and hearts made sensitive by the Spirit of God 
discerned it. What was wrong? Who had failed God? 
There had been the days and nights of prayer. All the 
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details of the convention had been thought out and prayed 
over in the presence of God. Everything had been taken 
to Him in prayer and trustfully committed to Him. And 
now His Spirit was being grieved and the hungry multi- 
tude was not receiving the “blessed and broken” bread. 
That night a company of Mr. Whiteside’s fellow-workers 
met in a small room to lay the matter before the Lord. 
The then district evangelist of the Christian and Mission- 
ary Alliance, now in the presence of the Lord he loved 
so ardently and served so faithfully, was in charge of the 
meeting, if indeed such a meeting has any leader other 
than the Spirit of God. Hours had gone by as one after 
another had prayed and pled with God to vindicate His 
name and let the blessing come down on the convention 
the next day. One, at least, of that group had no intui- 
tion of the direction in which the trouble lay. But after 
long waiting, the dear brother who because of his sen- 
iority was looked upon as being in charge said, in sub- 
stance, “Brethren, the Lord has shown me that some 
among us have bitterness in their hearts; that they are 
sore towards those whom they believe to have wronged 
Brother Whiteside. This has grieved the Lord and we 
must put it away and take victory over it. Mr. Whiteside 
is above it and his heart is in victory. You must stand 
with him in his attitude of generosity and love toward 
those who seem to have sought to build upon his founda- 
tion and take away the members of his flock. God will 
not permit us to have anything but,tender love for our 
brethren even when they hurt us. Humble your hearts 
and receives His Spirit of forgiving love.” Little more 
was said, but those true and teachable hearts did humble 
themselves before the Lord and He gave the victory that 
was needed. Mr. Whiteside was not present in that night 
meeting, but it is as much as certain that he would be 
spending the night alone with God in prayer, for that was 
his habit in every time of crisis, and here was a crisis that 
involved the welfare of many souls. And the next day 
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the breezes of heaven were blowing once more and the 
atmosphere was full of holy peace and joy and love. And 
E. D. Whiteside was as much hidden as ever. But those 
who knew the background of that convention and of his 
work at that period, got a new vision, that day, of the 
love of Christ and of His meekness and lowliness, as they 
saw His Spirit manifested in the life of one who had 
taken Christ’s yoke upon him and had learned of Him. 
And how shall we tell of the far-reaching influence and 
the many lives that were touched, with the touch that 
never leaves, through those blessed prayer-wrought con- 
ventions? From all over Pittsburgh—North Side, South 
Side, East End, Wilkinsburg, etc.; from many suburbs, 
such as Homestead, Duquesne, Sewickly, Carnegie, New 
Castle, Beaver Falls, Butler, Gibsonia, Bakerstown, Va- 
lencia, McKees Rocks, McDonald, Greensburgh, Jean- 
nette, Johnstown, Altoona, Franklin, Oil City, etc.; from 
towns in eastern Ohio, from many other places near and 
far, came the hungry souls, the hearts that God had drawn 
in answer to prayer, to fill Carnegie Hall during conven- 
tion days. And God in turn filled their hearts with the 
good things He had prepared for them at this vestibule 
of heaven, this earnest of the coming Feast of Tabernacles. 
It would fill volumes to tell adequately or in detail the 
story of the lives blessed in these conventions. Let one 
brief account suffice as an illustration of hundreds of its 
kind. A young man who lived about sixty miles out of 
Pittsburgh, and who was teaching in a little academy in 
his village at the time, got leave of absence from his work 
to attend the convention of February, 1900. He had dear 
friends who were associated with Mr. Whiteside in God’s 
work, and partly to please them and partly in answer to 
their prayers and the prayers of others who knew how 
much one of these conventions might mean to a young 
man, he came into Pittsburgh and into Carnegie Hall. 
God had brought him though he knew it not. The great 
company of people in the midst of whom he found him- 
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self were different from any company he had ever seen. 
It was plain that they were “enjoying” a good religious 
experience; that they loved one another fervently out of 
pure hearts; that the Lord Jesus was so big and so real 
to them that sectarianism and narrowness and bigotry 
and holier-than-thouness could not get within miles of 
their thoughts. Is it to be wondered at that he got des- 
perately hungry for the same feast for his own soul, and 
began to inquire how he might enter the same charmed 
circle? And it needed no preaching—though there was a 
plenty of good preaching—to tell him that these people 
were living on a higher plane than he had ever known. 
And is it to be wondered at that he went back to his home 
to search his Bible and to let it search him, until he was 
ready to lay all his little ambitions on a bonfire and see 
them burn to ashes, ready to be misunderstood and mis- 
represented and cast out from former associations, and 
follow Christ anywhere He chose to lead him? And be- 
fore the month was out he knew how fully the Lord Jesus 
can satisfy the heart that dares to let go of self and let 
God have His way. That young man’s experience is but 
a fair and ordinary instance of hundreds like it. 

And what shall we say of the mighty men of God, 
mighty in His power, who preached from the rostrum in 
those convention days? They, too, were there because the 
Lord had brought them there, in answer to prayer. Mr. 
Whiteside would pray and the Lord would show him one 
by one the personnel of His convention speakers. For it 
was the Lord’s convention and nothing pleased the man 
whom God used to organize it so much as the recognition 
of this on the part of his colleagues and on the part of 
those who came from long distances to help in the meet- 
ings. Some of these were of national fame as men of 
God, some were godly missionaries from the ends of the 
earth, some were local brethren of other communions 
than Mr. Whiteside’s own, but all of them were men and 
women whose hearts the Lord had touched and anointed. 
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And the evangelists bore testimony that they never had 
preached where it was so “easy to preach,” where they 
felt that the way for their messages had been so thor- 
oughly prepared by prayer. 

Many were the unsaved who came and varying were the 
motives that brought them. Some came through mere 
curiosity, some because it had been noised abroad that 
God was in the place, some because they were strangely 
drawn and themselves knew not why they were found in 
such unusual surroundings. But whatever the method or 
the circumstances the Spirit of God had used to get them 
there, they were convinced of the truth as they heard the 
good news of God’s love, and found themselves convicted 
of sin by the Spirit of God through these men who so 
mightily “reasoned of righteousness, temperance and judg- 
ment to come.” There were some among them who, like 
Felix, trembled and waited, with tragic results, for the 
“more convenient season” which alas! never came. But 
many found their way to the front of that great audience 
and kneeling with broken and contrite hearts before the 
Lord, were received into His arms of love, and from that 
moment began to walk with Him on the road that leads 
home. 

And how shall we tell of the sick bodies that were 
healed in answer to believing prayer? For Mr. Whiteside 
had proven well, as other chapters record, that “Jesus 
Christ is the same yesterday, and today, and for ever’ — 
for the body as well as for the soul. How could he with- 
hold from others the things the Lord had shown him were 
in the great salvation which God has given to a sinful and 
suffering world? 


“Still He loves to save the sinful, 
Heal the sick and lame,” 


and there are scattered in many places in America and in 
lands over the earth, today, witnesses that found out in 
actual experience in the conventions in Carnegie Music 
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Hall. Accepting James 5:14 and many other corrobora- 
tive Scriptures as meaning just what they said, these men 
of God whom Mr. Whiteside had gathered about him 
would unfold this all-but-forgotten truth and pray for and 
anoint with oil all who had faith to take God at His Word. 
And never yet has God disappointed the faith of a child 
who thus has trusted Him. Sooner might the heavens 
fall. Sooner might the earth fly to pieces and split up 
into its separate countless atoms than that our Father 
should tantalize His trusting child with a fair promise 
that meant something less than its face value. “And did 
God, then, really do miracles of healing in those conven- 
tions, when His children took His Word to mean so 
literally what it said?” Did the sun rise this morning? 
Did the tide of the ocean follow the tugging moon across 
the sky? The answer is one: God keeps His own laws. 
The law of divinely given faith is as much His law as 
that of the earth’s inertia or of gravitation. His wisdom 
made them all, and if there be any difference in the im- 
portance of them, then the law of faith has the preémi- 
nence, and He may, if His sovereign, loving will demand 
it, hold in abeyance the laws of His material universe in 
order to answer the bold faith of a Joshua or the humble 
cry of a Hezekiah. 

God used Mr. Whiteside to emphasize this neglected 
truth of divine healing—Christ’s resurrection life for our 
redeemed bodies, the earnest of our full redemption in the 
coming age. But this truth, so precious to thousands of 
hearts, yet brought into disrepute by heretical presenta- 
tions of it, or by its having been pushed into undue promi- 
nence by those whose vision could not catch God’s per- 
spective and who therefore saw this and nothing much 
else, was not over emphasized in these conventions. God’s 
full Gospel was preached, and preached in sane and 
rounded form. The finding of Christ in the salvation of 
the soul was ever set forth as the greatest discovery that 
aman can make. But it was an added joy to sinners sick 
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in body, as well as soul, to learn that the Lord not only 
forgives all our iniquities but also heals all our diseases. 

And He also redeems the life from destruction. He 
fills with His Spirit and gives a life of victory and fruitful 
service when His promises for this—and they are many— 
are believed. This truth, too, had its due place in these 
conventions. Many had thought that they “got all at con- 
version,” and were prejudiced against the teaching of the 
Spirit-filled life as an advanced walk of faith to be re- 
ceived as God’s gracious gift by hearts forgiven but not 
Spirit-filled. And the shining faces, and humble, joy- 
ringing testimonies that were heard each afternoon in the 
“prayer and praise hour” were too good to be resisted 
long by honest hearts. The Spirit of God in answer to 
prayer brooded over these meetings palpably. And then, 
in the wisdom and love of Christ, men of God would un- 
fold the truth of the Word concerning the Spirit-filled 
life, with the blessed result that prejudice would be dis- 
armed, opposition would flee and hunger and thirst after 
righteousness take its place. And many were the hearts 
that surrendered all—absolutely all—to Christ, in order 
to be filled with the Spirit. And God filled them, filled 
them with His own presence, the only provision He makes 
for satisfying the human heart which He created for 
Himself and not for another. 

The glorious hope of the Lord’s return was set before 
His children in the hymns and sermons of the convention, 
yet to many the great fact that Jesus is coming soon was 
a direct revelation of the Spirit of God rather than some- 
thing they heard from the lips of others. For once the 
heart is anointed by the Spirit of God, it is very teachable 
and easily led into the great truths of His Word. And 
God loves to communicate directly from His own words 
and by the Spirit this truth which is so vital to right living 
and a rounded understanding of the Scriptures. But, 
whether through the hymns of praise, sung by the whole 
congregation often, and often too, in solo, duet or quartet, 


120 E. D. WHITESIDE 


* 


by gifted voices that had been dedicated to the King to be 
used only and always for Him; whether through the 
singing, or the Spirit-breathed prayers, or the messages 
from the Word, or directly by the Spirit, hearts learned 
to wait for the coming of the Lord. 


_ But these convention days had a still further objective. 
It was blessed and glorious that sinners should be recon- 
ciled to God and hear the Father’s word of welcome 
home; that failing and well-nigh fruitless Christians 
should surrender their lives and likings into the hands of 
Christ and go out from this hall to shine in sweet victory 
and fruitful service in the wisdom and power of the in- 
dwelling Christ; that the sick in body should here be 
touched by the hand of the great Physician and receive a 
new lease of life for body and spirit; and that the return 
of the Lord Jesus should become to them a gloriously 
real and purifying hope. But the end was not yet. The 
hearts that were thus touched must have an outlet for the 
new life that was now surging within them. There must 
be a God-given way to express such God-given life and 
peace and joy. That, too, was prayed over long before 
the convention days by Mr. Whiteside and his faithful 
colleagues, and when the climax of those feast days came, 
God’s gracious presence and obvious working were proof 
that He had heard again the supplications of His dear 
children; proof, too, that He Himself had given them the 
pattern for the closing day of the convention and was 
Himself the Author and Fountain of the far-reaching love 
that then manifested itself in a great and beautiful sacri- 
fice which He plainly accepted. And this shall be re- 
counted as a part of the following chapter, 


CHAPTER XI 


If you concern yourself in the affairs of His kingdom, and will 
obey the warnings and directions He gives; if you dare to step 
out on the path of literal obedience—you will find that God will 
become responsible and pay all costs. Gold is naught to Him. He 
can make it out of common dust by a word. 

—F. B. Meyer, in Our Daily Homily. 


SACRED MONEY: “PRAYING DOWN 
SHEKELS” 


F YOU could have been at a certain section of one of 
America’s great cities, at a certain period in the sum- 
mer of 1928, you might have witnessed a strange 

sight. At that time one of the greatest banking com- 
panies of the world was transferring its “securities” from 
the vaults in a building it was then abandoning, to the 
vaults of a new building which it was now to occupy. 
The securities amounted to 3,000 millions of dollars and 
represented about thirty per cent of the world’s present 
“available” supply of gold. Eighteen armored trucks 
with five machine guns in each truck, each gun manned by 
a wary policeman, and each gun capable of spitting death 
twenty-two times in a second, patrolled the five-minute 
route over which the stuff was shifted. One only of these 
trucks, during the days when this was being done, carried 
money, though none except those immediately concerned 
knew which truck it was. Two dozen specially delegated 
patrolmen stationed along the route kept their eyes on the 
look-out for modern style bandits, ready to shoot should 
there be the need of it. Guards in whose hands were 
“gunmen’s” weapons waited with quickened pulse-beat at 
the entrances of the old and new premises for the de- 
parture and arrival of each truck-load of the securities. 
A time schedule was followed and a telephone at the new 
vaults flashed word to the old vaults as each successive 
portion had been stowed away in its new home. And 
then when all the treasure had been shifted and no blood 
had been spilled in the process, somehow the thing became 
“copy” for the papers. The little ether-waves—very re- 
luctantly, we think—had to kick the news to the big cities 
of America, probably down into Mexico and South 
America and under and over the Atlantic Ocean to the 
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capitals of Europe. And from there it found its way, by 
one means or another, on into Africa, Australia and Asia. 
And God, we believe, was not much interested. He was 
not even casually interested, we believe, unless perchance, 
some of that money was prayer-touched. 

Two dozen years before that, in a village in western 
Pennsylvania, a devout widow toiled in her laundry- 
kitchen almost day and night to make ends meet. The 
honest sweat of her brow mingled freely with the soap- 
suds of the tub in that steamy little room, as she did her 
neighbors’ washings and made a frugal but noble living 
for herself and three precious children. Those were days 
when you could hire a week’s washing for a whole big 
family—ironing and all included—for a dollar! And she 
did hundreds, yes, thousands of them as the years went 
by—did them well and gave them back washed clean and 
ironed smooth, to their owners, for the little dollars they 
could pay her. And in her heart was peace and on her 
lips were prayer and song. She was one of God’s noble- 
women. At the little mission hall at the other side of the 
village from her cottage she attended faithfully the meet- 
ings, and grew in grace, till her heart took in God’s big 
program of giving the Gospel as a witness to all the world, 
so that the King’s coming might be brought about and 
His reign on David’s throne begin. And that summer as 
she rubbed the washboard—for she did not have money 
enough to buy the kind of washing machine that would 
wash the clothes altogether clean without some rubbing 
on the washboard—she kept praying for money to help 
pay the way of a young man, whom the Lord had called, 
to the mission field. And the abundance of her joy and 
her deep poverty abounded unto the riches of her liber- 
ality, and she was able to put by a bright five-dollar gold 
piece which she told the Lord with a glad heart was His 
to help in the above name objective. And He who owns 
the cattle on a thousand hills and to whom belongs the 
silver and gold of earth and heaven was interested, very 
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much interested. And one day as this dear handmaiden 
of His knelt alone in prayer and mentioned to Him again 
the money she had thus saved, He whispered to her, “Why 
don’t you give it to him now?” Wonderingly she an- 
swered, “Why, Lord, Thou knowest I want to give it to 
him when he starts on his voyage, to help pay his way.” 
And the Lord answered, “Can you not trust me, my 
child? Could I not give you another gold piece by the 
time he starts?’ And she knew enough to trust and obey, 
and the next time she saw the young man she handed the 
bright, sacred coin to him and said, “I don’t quite know 
why, but the Lord has told me that I am to give this to 
you now, though I had intended it for help toward your 
passage money to the mission field.” It was then the 
young man’s turn to wonder and to bow his heart in 
worship, for he had need of five dollars to pay his way 
to a prayer conference in another part of the state and 
had been telling the Lord about it. Weeks later when he 
was about to leave the hills of Pennsylvania for the plains 
of another land, there was again a gold piece, as shining 
and as sacred as the first, given him from the same blessed, 
toil-worn hands. God weighs money. He does not count 
it like a miser or measure it in bags like a multi-million- 
aire. And those two gold coins, the fruit of love and 
sacrifice, weighed more in the gravity of heaven than the 
six hundred millions of pounds sterling, over which the 
big newspapers of the world made a fuss when it was 
transferred the distance of a few blocks in an American 
city. 

The widow was one of the great company of God’s 
children who attended the conventions held annually by 
Mr. Whiteside in Carnegie Music Hall, Pittsburgh. It 
was due to what she saw and heard there and in the mis- 
sion hall of her village, whose messengers Mr. Whiteside 
sent, when he did not go himself, that her heart burned 
with love toward Christ and longed to the point of real 
sacrifice to help in God’s great work. And her spirit was 
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representative of the spirit in most of the great throng 
that came up with the missionary pledge to the closing day 
of the convention each year. This great day of the feast 
was always held on a Sunday and it was the “Lord’s day,” 
indeed, to those of God’s children who had the honor and 
privilege of being present. Often the preceding night, 
and if not that one then an earlier one, would be spent by 
Mr. Whiteside and his faithful helpers in spreading be- 
fore the Lord of the harvest, the need of money to send 
out and support missionaries in the lands that never had 
heard the good news of His love. And of course the 
need of consecrated laborers to work in the harvest field 
was also one of the subjects of prayer. The program of 
the ensuing day would be gone over in earnest interces- 
sory prayer, and the Lord’s remembrancers, to whom His 
presence was not theory but reality, would talk with Him 
and present to Him item by item all the plan of the day. 
They would ask Him to overshadow with His blessing- 
bringing Presence the prayer and praise hour of the morn- 
ing, to anoint His messenger in the hour following, to 
empower the missionary speakers that their messages 
might be along the lines of God’s own thought for the 
occasion, to move the hearts of His children to give 
worthily and pledge believingly and sacrificially toward 
the missionary offering. And among these men and 
women of prayer Mr. Whiteside knelt and pled as one on 
intimate terms with God, for money. It would seem to 
us to be sacrilegious to try to repeat those prayers, but we 
could wish that the Lord’s followers everywhere might 
have heard this man of God present his case before the 
Lord and ring the changes on that word. There was the 
worship and lowliness of spirit in it all that they who 
know the Lord feel when conscious of His presence, yet 
there was the boldness of faith, and the spirit of a con- 
fident child asking its father whom it knew and loved and 
trusted for something which it expected to receive. 

By and by the day would begin. The people would fill 
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the auditorium and once again the open reward of secret, 
believing prayer would come down from God as He smiled 
upon His worshipping, trusting children. Who of those 
that attended one of the conventions in the early years of 
the twentieth century will not treasure to all eternity the 
sweet, holy memory of those great days? Men and 
women who only a few days before had been suffering in 
body, but who now were blessedly healed by the touch of 
the unchanging Christ; believers who just before coming 
to the convention had been discouraged and defeated, but 
who now were rejoicing in the victory of the Spirit of 
life in Christ Jesus; others who had wandered, but who 
now had come home to the Father’s embrace of forgive- 
ness and the feast of His making for them: mature, 
battle-scarred and joy-filled warriors, and happy, new- 
born babes in Christ—all these waiting together in the 
presence of the Lord. There would be more prayer, and 
singing that was real melody unto the Lord because it 
came from hearts that were filled with melody, then spe- 
cial messages in song that made the hearers feel they 
somehow had got tuned in with heaven, though they knew 
nothing of radio terms in those days. And then would 
come the missionary message, one of Dr. A. B. Simpson’s 
great sermons. And as this mighty man poured forth the 
burden of God’s heart in terms that would have graced the 
lips of an Isaiah or a Paul, the children of the heavenly 
kingdom would be brought face to face with the fact that 
they were their brothers’ keepers and that it would be 
nothing less than sin not to sacrifice or renounce whatever 
interposed itself between their hearts and God’s plan for 
an evangelized world. The peroration of the message 
would be a plea for lives and money to be given to the 
Lord for this great purpose. And then the climax of the 
convention would begin and the lives the Lord had blessed 
with new joy and new vision, as they had waited upon 
Him, had a glorious outlet for the new love that was 
burning in their souls. Cards in blank form were dis- 
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tributed and the filled-in form was a pledge made by the 
giver to his Lord. No legal obligation was implied and 
no one would ever ask him to redeem it. It was a matter 
for his own heart. Yet in all the years, very few pledges 
were left unpaid. And these pledges did not represent 
just the “loose change” of the givers, the money they hap- 
pened to have with them, nor merely the amount they 
might spare during the time in which the pledge was to be 
paid. They were love-promises backed by prayer and 
faith and sacrifice. They were often, also, real alabaster 
boxes of precious ointment. They meant the sacrifice of 
some much-longed-for object, some sweetly cherished 
plan, the purchase price of which was now laid gladly at 
the feet of Jesus, the gift of a soul that had seen a vision 
of its Lord and was satisfied with Him alone. 

To those who heard the amounts of these pledges with- 
out understanding the impelling power that was back of 
them, it all seemed strange that so much money was being 
given by so poor a people, and it was sometimes rumored 
that A. B. Simpson had hypnotized them with his elo- 
quence! But the secret of it was not a charm that man 
could weave, for the messages, though eloquent indeed, 
were sane and Scriptural and had nothing uncanny about 
them. And the fact that in after months these promises 
of the Lord’s children were paid in, one hundred per cent, 
and often with an aggregate of hundreds or even thou- 
sands of dollars over, was proof that there was nothing 
mesmeric about it. The glad songs of praise that went 
up to God as the amounts pledged were read out—though 
never a name was read, to call attention to the giver— 
were evidence that the words of Paul had still the Lord’s 
faithfulness behind them, “God loveth a cheerful giver.” 

These annual missionary offerings began in the early 
years of the work, with sums that were counted in only a 
few hundreds of dollars (two hundred dollars was the 
actual amount of the first), and though that may seem 
but a small amount when compared with the pledges of 
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later years, it was God’s “day of small things” and there- 
fore not to be despised. Year by year the amount grew 
larger as the work grew, under God’s blessing, and the 
faith of His children grew, through constant exercise and 
constant feeding on the promises of God. Who would 
have thought in those earlier years that $40,000.00, and 
more, would be the amount pledged in some of these con- 
ventions to help send the Gospel of salvation over the dark 
world? 

But not alone at convention times did Mr. Whiteside 
prove the Lord as Provider of the money needed for the 
carrying on of His work. All through the year, and 
through all the years of his prayerful life, the Lord taught 
him that He loved to be honored in being trusted for 
money. This servant of God said little to men concerning 
his financial needs, but it must have required thousands of 
dollars each year to carry on his work. And the money 
was given in answer to prayer, not through advertising 
the need and then “drumming up” the money. Mr. 
Whiteside never hired a brassband to get himself into the 
eye of the public and his faith was not cross-eyed—he did 
not “ask the Lord and tell the people.” He believed that 
God had control of the money His child needed and he 
went to God and got from God that for which he prayed. 
“You must learn to pray down the shekels from heaven,” 
he said once, his inimitable smile and a playful twinkle in 
his kind eyes, lighting up his face, as he spoke with one 
of the Lord’s young disciples on the faithfulness of God 
in providing for His children. And only when the Lord 
comes to reward His servants for their works of faith 
will it be known how many thousands of “shekels” he 
himself prayed down, for the Home with its big circle of 
guests almost daily, for those who came to him for help 
in need on this line, and for others’ homes whose needs 
were trustingly made known to him. His life was simple 
almost to abstemiousness, but he never. paraded his self- 
denial to win men’s praise. Mrs. Whiteside was like a 
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guardian angel to him in looking after his wardrobe— 
though she, too, was consecrated to the will of God in her 
tastes, and in perfect sympathy with all his acts of Chris- 
tian charity—and but for her it is a likelihood that he 
would have been embarrassingly short of clothes at times. 
Not that he did not have the money to buy them when 
needed—for when did God ever put to shame an obedient, 
trusting child ?—but that he was more concerned about the 
Lord’s “other sheep” than he was about a fleece for his 
own back. And God proved him often, proved him as 
He proved Abraham and all the faith heroes of the ages, 
that his faith might rest on the naked word of the Lord 
and not on fair circumstances. “The arm of flesh” was 
permitted to fail him at most crucial points, but he learned 
through such experiences that God’s arms are everlasting 
and never fail. And through grace he came through these 
trials in shining victory, with his faith in God exceeding 
great and his love for his fellows unimpaired. 

And his faith was contagious. Many a young man or 
young woman who lived in the Home of Mr. and Mrs. 
Whiteside, while in preparation for public service for the 
Lord, learned great practical lessons of the school of faith 
through seeing to what heights of victory these servants 
of God were carried through simply taking God at His 
Word. They heard that Word, too, and began to put it to 
the test and were not disappointed. And how rich they 
felt when their faith could draw on God’s great bank for 
a suit of clothes or a pair of shoes or a few hundreds of 
dollars to pay for an outfit and passage to some far-off 
mission field, for any or all of their needs “according to 
His riches in glory by Christ Jesus!” Such money is in- 
deed sacred and seems almost to have been coined in mints 
of heaven itself. 


“My heart is resting, O my God, 
I will give thanks and sing; 
My heart is at the secret source 

Of every precious thing. 


d 
id 
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“T have a heritage of joy 
That yet I may not see. 
The hand that bled to make it mine 
Is keeping it for me. 


“There is a certainty of love 
That sets my heart at rest; 
A calm assurance for today 
That to be poor is best! 


“A prayer reposing on His truth, 
Who hath made all things mine; 
That draws my captive will to Him, 
And makes it one with Thine.”* 


This was experience in their lives. May it be so in ours! 


* Miss Anna L. Waring, in Hymns of Consecration and Faith. 


CHAPTER XII 


Pray, always pray; the Holy Spirit pleads 
Within thee all thy daily, hourly needs. 


Pray, always pray; beneath sin’s heaviest load 
Prayer sees the blood from Jesus’ side which flowed. 


Pray, always pray; though weary, faint and lone; 
Prayer nestles by the Father’s sheltering throne. 


Pray, always pray, amid the world’s turmoil ; 
Prayer keeps the heart at rest and nerves for toil. 


Pray, always pray; if joys thy pathway throng, 
Prayer strikes the harp and sings the angels’ song. 


Pray, always pray; if loved ones pass the veil. 
Prayer drinks with them of springs that cannot fail. 


All earthly things with earth shall pass away; 
Prayer grasps eternity; pray, always pray. 


—BisnHop E. H. BIcKERSTETH. 


CONFLICT: PRAYER IN BATTLE 


O* morning in the summer of 1918, two men were 
engaged in conversation in one of the railway sta- 
tions of the city of Los Angeles. Both of them 
were Christians and in the veins of one of them at least, 
flowed the blood of a race of fighting men—soldiers. They 
were discussing the great war that had turned old Europe 
into a huge battle field and new America into a recruiting 
camp and munitions factory. And this is what the man 
with the soldier blood in his veins said, “We want peace, 
but we do not want peace at any cost: we want peace with 
righteousness.” From that railway station he went to one 
of the churches of the city to conduct an all-day of prayer. 
And God’s blessing was manifestly on His children that 
day as they prayed for peace with righteousness. 
“Jehovah is a man of war,” as well as the Prince of 
Peace. He, too, wants peace, and peace with righteous- 
ness. Every follower of the Lamb is called to be a good 
soldier. And every such soldier is provided with a mar- 
velous armor for the battles in which he must engage. 
Seven pieces, the number of completeness, make up this 
panoply. Five are for the protection of the soldier. Two 
are for aggression and invasion; viz., “the Sword of the 
Spirit, which is the Word of God” and, “prayer and sup- 
plication in the Spirit” (Eph. 6: 12-18). For this war is 
not figurative; it is literal. It is not just psychical; it is 
also spiritual. Myriads of warriors, mighty, sentient 
creatures—are fighting on either side in this awful con- 
flict. The field marshal on the one side is a fallen arch- 
angel, full of hate and murder, the father of lies. Most 
of the human race are helping his side, either actively or 
passively. Yet he is a defeated foe, put to open shame 
ever since Gethsemane and Calvary. Notwithstanding, he 
fights on in desperate malice and with marvelous cunning. 
135 
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The Field Marshal on the other side is the Son of God, 
the Son of Man. Of the human race, only a little Gideon- 
band, comparatively, fight with Him, though innumerable 
bright angels glory in being counted worthy to march 
under His banner. For reasons not all of which are now 
revealed, He permits the conquered foe to occupy the 
battle field for yet a little while. One reason, surely, is 
that He may train the men in His army fully to hate 
iniquity and fully to love righteousness. Another reason 
is that through suffering with Him His soldiers may be 
perfected, even as He Himself was perfected. This ac- 
complished, He is going to place them over eternal king- 
doms. Then, but not till then, war will be forever ended. 

Many Christians are not good soldiers. They have 
never been near enough to the battlefront to hear the 
enemy’s roar of rage. They are so far from the firing line 
that they hardly recognize the source of a stray, near-spent 
bullet when it hits them. But those who follow the Lamb 
whithersoever He goeth are led to the battle front. They 
fight in the front-line trenches. They have scars which 
are to become badges of glory and beauty soon. They 
suffer now for Christ’s sake, but they live in His conscious 
presence, have His smile of approval, and are looking 
ahead to the time when the last fiery dart will have been 
quenched. And, with- Paul, one of their number, they 
reckon that the sufferings of this present time are not 
worthy to be compared with the glory, which is soon to be 
revealed in them. 

During the nearly forty years of his work in Pitts- 
burgh, and for years before that, Mr. Whiteside was a 
loyal, valiant soldier of Jesus Christ. He kept on the 
defensive parts of “the whole armour of God,” and he 
was mighty, through God’s enabling, in the use of the two 
ageressive pieces of that armour. By reason of use, his 
spiritual faculties were acute and active, and he could 
sense spiritual danger and the need of watchfulness often 
when others were too dull to be apprehensive. Many were 
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the battles he fought and won in the name of the great 
Captain of Jehovah’s hosts. Often he fought alone; 
sometimes in company with other brave soldiers. But he 
was a front-line hero and his faith and courage inspired 
the spirit of battle in his comrades and enabled them to 
win with him. His shout of victory will ring in our ears 
_ till fighting days are ended. 


And just as a general in earthly warfare may seek to 
inspire the soldiers under him with an appeal to the right- 
eousness of their cause and the glory of the victory they 
hope to win, so this noble leader would inspire his brethren 
with burning words of faith and courage for the battles 
against the powers of darkness and with descriptions of 
the glory that will follow. Here we give an extract from 
one of his letters that has in it the battle-cry of a brave 
soldier : 


“Satan cannot accomplish his purpose without our. 
yielding. God does not do for us at all when we 
yield to doubt, fear, reason or the weakness of inde- 
cision. He has provided deliverance, and it is always 
available. I trust that you will not yield to human 
reason in the present crisis. Human reason is wholly 
wrong. You have begun to take the attitude of ex- 
ercising your God-given power of throwing the force 
of your will power on God’s side. Keep that up, for 
it is the secret of ultimate victory and complete heal- 
ing. Any other course will mean defeat. The road 
upon which you and I are, is the Redemption High- 
way. This is a supernatural way. The privileges on 
this road are for “the redeemed of the Lord.” That 
means, “available only to saints.” It means, “re- 
deemed out of the hand of the enemy,” and “from 
the curse of the law.” You must avail yourself of 
your guaranteed rights with a bolder faith. Faith in 
your heavenly Father’s word, and in His promises 
for the body, and reliance upon His faithfulness, will 
honor Him, defeat the already conquered foe, and 
will result in spiritual and physical health. John 
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16: 333\:1 John: 5:4;: Heb- 11: 115° Gals. 3: 23,514; 
Eph. 6:15. 

“The puzzling question is how to make these truths 
real! Jesus answers briefly ‘I am the way.’ Put . 
Him before you. Look at Him. Do not take your 
gaze from Him and put it on anyone else. He is a 
reality. He will not fail you. Do not try to feel 
something. Rest on Him. ‘Roll thy’ way upon the 
Lord; trust upon Him; and He worketh, Ps. 37:5 
(Young’s Translation). God’s love for you cannot 
be measured. The sin of the Israelites was, ‘They 
limited the Holy One of Israel.’ Your worth to Him 
cannot be estimated, for, ‘As the Father hath loved 
me, so have I loved you,’ Jesus said of you. John 
15:9: John 17:20; 1 John 3:1; 1 John 4216-167 


Another noble soldier of the Cross said of Mr. White- 
side: 

“He.knew the secret of battling on his knees, and 
won many glorious conquests at the place of prayer. 
We all pray, no doubt, but probably few, if any, 
practice what they preach more than Mr. Whiteside. 
On his heart he bore the entire world in intercession.” 


Miss Ella E. Bird, of Baltimore, Maryland, whose con- 
secrated voice, along with that of her sainted sister, 
brought blessing and victory to hundreds of lives, has this 
to say: 


“It was the privilege of my sister and myself to be 
closely associated with Mr. and Mrs. Whiteside in 
the Lord’s work for many years...... We fought in 
many of the same battles against the power of the 
darkness of this world, and rejoiced together in the 
triumphs of the Lord’s glorious cause...... Brother 
Whiteside possessed what we may call a tenacious 
element in regard to faith, or, a faith that took hold 
with no intention of giving up until his claim was 
realized. Nothing daunted in the face of seeming 
impossibilities, he was honored by God, who gra- 
ciously caused him to prove that ‘with God all things 
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are possible.’ I have seen both Brother and Sister 
Whiteside under severest tests, yet always true and 
triumphant.” 


Let those who would follow in his train study the fol- 
lowing, as an example of the tactics he used in this spirit- 
ual warfare. Writing to a sister who was being assailed 
by fiery darts of the wicked one, he said, 


“Satan does not have power beyond what we 
through unbelief allow him to have over us. It is 
possible to make him run and run very fast. It is 
possible to cause him suddenly to disappear. ‘Submit 
yourself therefore to God. Resist the devil and he 
will FLEE from you.’ James 1:6, 7. ‘Rejoice ever- 
more. Pray without ceasing. In everything give 
thanks; for this is the will of God in Christ Jesus 
concerning you.’ 1 Thes. 5: 16-18. ‘For this pur- 
pose was the Son of God manifested, that he might 
destroy the works of the devil.’ 1 John 3:8. That 
applies to the personal experience of every one of 
God’s children. This salvation is bigger and more 
wonderful than we have ever realized. The more we 
trust God and the more fully we yield our wills to 
His will, the greater and richer is the peace and vic- 
tory we find in Jesus.” 


The best soldiers are the most likely to draw the fire of 
the enemy. Satan’s snipers were on duty, constantly, to 
destroy this saintly warrior, and but for God’s protection 
he would long ago have been laid low. But because he 
lived in God’s will he was kept by the power of God until 
his work was done. He got many a thrust from the 
angry foe as counter-attacks for the damage he did to the 
hosts of darkness. We remember how he once carried 
an ugly scab, as from a hard blow, on his forehead, during 
one of the Carnegie Hall conventions. His brethren 
would have asked him about it, but were kept from doing 
so. The convention days were always battle days and he 
was so obviously in the thick of the fray that it did not 
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seem opportune to talk about the wounds that were being 
received until after the battle. It was a glorious conven- 
tion and none were more joyful over the triumphs of the 
Lord Jesus in that campaign than Mr. Whiteside. And 
then he told us about the scar, told it in praise of the Lord. 
He had been in prayer in the night seasons, while others 
slept, and in one of those vigils was especially conscious 
of Satan’s anger against him. He had as it were a hand 
to hand conflict and fell unconscious to the floor of his 
room, striking his forehead on a sharp corner of a piece 
of furniture. The next day he had to wear the wound, 
but he did it unflinchingly, and so on, for two or three 
days. Then the scab dropped off and left not even a scar. 
And when he told of it afterwards he said very humbly, 
“I did not want to advertise the devil by mentioning it.” 

And if at times his flesh quailed in the fierce conflict, 
his tender conscience would rebuke him and his loyal heart 
would take him back to renew the battle with augmented 
faith and courage. This was beautifully illustrated in the 
following incident which also took place in one of the an- 
nual conventions in Carnegie Hall. In one of the testi- 
mony meetings, a mother told with shining face how God 
had healed her little child, which had been desperately ill, 
the day before. She brought it into the meeting and had 
it anointed for healing. “And at midnight,” said she, “the 
deliverance came, and now my precious child is well.” 
Mr. Whiteside was sitting on the rostrum when this 
mother testified. Immediately he arose and went to her 
in the audience and this, in substance, is what he said to 
her: “My sister, I have a confession to make to you con- 
cerning the healing of your child. Last evening when we 
anointed the child I was prompted to claim immediate 
deliverance. But because I knew the case was desperate 
I allowed fear to keep me from claiming the healing then. 
The Lord rebuked me for my unbelief and as soon as I 
went home Mrs, Whiteside and I went to prayer about it 
and at midnight the assurance came that He had merci- 
fully granted our request and healed the child.” 
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Much more might be written of the battles of this war- 
rior, but we must here give place to another of Mr. White- 
side’s messages on the subject of spiritual conflict. And 
dear reader, forget not that what he had to say on this 
subject was truth that he himself had often tried and 
proved. He did not theorize. What he says is therefore 
fully worthy of being relied upon and used: 


“The struggle for victory over the enemy is real. 
It is called by Paul a ‘wrestle,’ because it is against 
invisible foes who are more than a match for us, and 
who has almost omnipotent power of deception. 
However, we have ‘weapons’ with which we may 
overcome, armor that renders us invulnerable, a 
sword that is invincible, and a shield wherewith we 
shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of the 
enemy (the evil one). The resistence is summed 
up as a matter of ‘faith.’ Prayer, to be real prayer, 
does not admit of fainting. ‘Our prayers,’ says 
Blumhardt, ‘must often turn into patient waiting, 
but by no means must they ever be without hope. 
Moreover the Lord has His own times. He knows 
what must, in the order of things, properly take 
place first. His turn may be before ours. He 
always so helps us as to prove that He alone has 
done it. He will not share His glory with an- 
other. He only is the deliverer and helper: there- 
fore look alone to Him. Take fresh courage. He ts 
friendly. He will come. The bitter Marah waters 
will be sweetened as He is looked to, and after the 
weeping over the bitterness, there will be the more 
comfort and gladness in the sweetness He will im- 
part.’ God has said ‘No weapon that is formed 
against thee shall prosper.’ It is the enemy who is 
working against you, therefore it is to be JESUS 
who is Victor, for He alone is worthy. His Blood is 
guarantee of the defeat of our enemy” (Rev. 12:11). 


Toward the end of his life he more and more empha- 
sized the victory side and more and more ignored Satan, 
while actual spiritual conflict was in progress. One of the 
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Lord’s warriors went one morning to pray with him a 
few months before Mr. Whiteside laid down his armor 
and entered into rest. The servant of God describes, as 
follows, the interview : 


“You are not feeling very well today, Brother 
Whiteside. He replied, ‘No, I am all knocked out 
today.’ The writer answered, ‘I am very sorry.’ At 
this Mr. Whiteside sat up quickly, with a strange fire 
in his eyes and said emphatically, “Well I’m not sorry, 
I wouldn’t give the devil the pleasure of knowing that 
I am concerned about my physical condition, but 
every wakeful hour [and his wakeful hours were 
many] I am praising God for my weak condition.’ 
He ignored Satan completely, considering him a nega- 
tive quantity, a beaten foe, and therefore, why give 
him any attention?” 


Always he was full of praise of the Lord. He believed 
that praise was a part of the soldiers panoply and that it 
inspires faith in the heart that utters it. Miss Annie Mc- 
Fedries, who lived for many years in the Home on 
Penn Avenue and also at 320 Cedar Avenue, said she 
always knew when Mr. Whiteside was in a especially 
severe spiritual conflict by his being unusually vocal with 
praise. Praise was part of his equipment in the battle. 
And surely he was in line with God’s word in this, and 
just as the Lord “set ambushments” against Israel’s ene- 
mies when Israel began to sing and to praise, so He fought 
for this brave soldier and gave him victory when he per- 
sisted in praising the Lord in the face of apparently heavy 
odds. 

Mr. Whiteside was a warrior to his latest breadth as 
the record will show and, oh, that his example may inspire 
others to put on the whole armor of God and to fight as 
he fought! 


“Fight the good fight with all thy might, 
Christ is thy strength and Christ thy right, 
Lay hold on life, and it shall be. 

Thy joy and crown eternally.” 


CHAPTER XIII 


“Do you ask how I live in the valley? 
I weep, and I dream, and I pray; 
But my tears are sweet as the dew drops 
That fall on the roses of May; 
And my prayer like a perfume from censers 
Ascendeth to God night and day. 


“Tn the hush of the Valley of Silence 
I dream all the songs that I sing; 

And the music floats down the dim valley, 
Till each finds a word for a wing 

That to hearts, like the Dove of the Deluge, 
A message of peace they may bring. 


“But far on the deep there are billows 
That never shall break on the beach; 

And I have heard songs in the silence 
That never shall float into speech; 

And I have heard dreams in the valley 
Too lofty for language to reach. 


“Do you ask me the place of the valley? 
Ye hearts that-are harrowed with care! 
It lieth afar between mountains, 
And God and His angels are there; 
And one’s the dark mountain 6f sorrow, 
And one the bright mountain of prayer.” 
—From The Song of the Mystic. 
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“A SNOW-LINE LIFE”: THE LONELINESS OF 
THE PRAYER LIFE 


NCE there lived a man whose time and talents were 
@) absorbed by a great passion. It was the passion 

for making money. He had once had a liking for 
many other things, but gradually all the affection of his 
heart ran into this one channel. He had a wife and chil- 
dren, but they hardly touched the edge of the world in 
which he lived. He cared for none of their problems and 
they came gradually to understand that he wanted to be 
left alone with his problems. He owned a home, but it 
was to him merely a financial investment which could be 
turned, some day, into more gold. 

He went on long, money-making journeys, but as his 
train moved across fertile plains or wound its way up high 
mountains he looked out of its windows with only half- 
seeing eyes at the great beautiful harvest fields and peace- 
ful homes, or the majesty of the mountains and the sun- 
shine of the valleys below. If he crossed oceans he saw 
none of God’s wonders in the deep, and as he looked up at 
the sky he did not hear the heavens declaring the glory 
of God, and day unto day uttering speech. Music, art, 
poetry, history, science, were passed by with hardly a nod 
of acquaintanceship from him. For the joys and sorrows, 
the struggles and defeats, the battles and triumphs of his 
fellows, he had no time. He lived a lonely life and was 
willing to do so in order to make money. 

And after years had gone by he grew to be like his god. 
His voice at last sounded like the chinking of the yellow 
disks in his money bags; his eyes glittered like burnished 
coins; his fingers were like the claws of a bird of prey, 
ever twitching as if to clutch more gold. And the soul he 
carried about in his forbidding body was a heavy, dead 
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thing, murdered and offered on the altar of mammon. 
His name? did you ask? His name was legion. 

But once there lived another man who, also, was ab- 
sorbed with a great passion. It was the passion to do the 
will of God. In the early, tender years of his life he had 
listened to the still, small voice of God’s Spirit wooing him, 
to a life of faith. And he had seen his need of a Re- 
deemer. His cry for deliverance from the guilt and the 
power of sin had been heard and the fountain of Calvary 
had washed his soul clean. Then, as God’s Spirit led him 
on he came gradually to understand that life is much more 
than meat and the body much more than raiment. And 
he surrendered his will and took in its place the will of 
God. He was endowed with splendid talents and had cul- 
tivated them. His heart was big with love for his fellow 
men and his was a mind that might have taken keen de- 
light in the problems and interests of his times and the 
affairs of his generation. His tastes would have led him 
to study and enjoy the very best in art and literature. Yet 
to all these things he gave but casual attention. He never 
engaged in the game of politics and never had time to 
discuss the changing theories of “Science.” He was never 
seen taking part in “public affairs.” Huis eyes had seen a 
kingdom fairer far than Utopia and all the reforms of his 
day were not allowed to turn him from the vision that had 
filled his soul. He did not spend his time in doing trivial 
things, though he always had time for the sympathetic 
word and the little kindnesses of life, that made the path 
smoother for the weary feet of his fellow pilgrims. He 
poured out the wealth of his affection whenever and 
wherever there was need of it, but he did not allow the 
friendships of men to come between him and the passion 
of his life. Often when others were engaged in what 
were, in themselves, harmless pastimes, and in one an- 
other’s fellowship, he would go apart and be alone in 
earnest search of that which was of vastly greater value 
than these things. He did not seek to be abreast of his 
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times because he measured all things with eternity’s values 
in view. He was sought out for his sympathy and coun- 
sel, but he kept humble, and free from self-complacency. 
And because he lived in fellowship with God and allowed 
God to choose all his lot for him, God gave him the best. 
He could sing with holy joy, 
“Thou sweet, beloved will of God, 
My anchor ground, my fortress hill, 
My spirit’s silent, fair abode, 
In Thee I hide me and am still. 


“O will, that willest good alone, 

Lead Thou the way, Thou guidest best; 
A little child, I follow on, 

And, trusting, lean upon Thy breast.” 


God gave him a hundredfold. He became richer in 
friendships than if he had bent all his energies to make 
friends. He seemed always to be in touch with the things 
that were important, and his life was rounded and beau- 
tiful. His voice grew more and more tender and sweet, 
with the passing years; his eyes were the windows of a 
pure and loving soul; his hands had a touch that was 
warm and holy. His name? It was not legion, for not 
many men in any generation choose the lone life of a 
close walk with God. 

One of the very few such men of our day was Mr. 
Whiteside. We never heard him discuss politics, never 
saw him with a newspaper in his hands, and cannot con- 
ceive of his pouring over the pages of a modern-style 
magazine! Yet he was not an ascetic. He talked much 
with God and brought back God’s thoughts to men. He 
“traded in secret” in the wealth of heaven, and made the 
good things of God attractive as he told others of them 
with a glowing heart. “He was conspicuous for his ab- 
sence from public affairs,” is the testimony of one of 
God’s servants whose life was greatly blessed through 
this man of God. The same witness says of him that the 
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most fragrant phase of his beautiful life was his “com- 
munion with God, in the Trinity of His Personality, for 
Brother Whiteside communed closely with the Father, 
and the Son, and the Holy Spirit. This life and world 
were to him as a valley. He lived in that valley and 
prayed for it.” And we have thought of his life as being 
lived on “the mountain of prayer,” from whence he came 
down to minister Christ’s love, and to which he would 
always return when the valley service was, for the time, 
finished. And we have been thinking of the “‘snow-line 
life” described once in an editorial in The Sunday School 
Times. The beautiful truth set forth in that article is 
well exemplified in the life we are reviewing. Out of low 
levels of Africa, where abound miasma and fever, noxious 
insects and venomous serpents, rise beautiful snow-capped 
mountains. And once you get above the line of snow into 
the pure upper air of the mountains you are safe from the 
miasma and the deadly tsetse fly and other like dangers. 
The spiritual lesson in this is obvious. Yet how few are 
the souls that keep “pressing on the upward way,” ever to 
gain new heights, where the dangers of lower levels are 
left far behind! The Lord Jesus lived such a snow-line 
life, and through the ages there have been a few—oh, very 
few—of His followers who have followed Him clear up 
into those purer realms of mountain air. To those living 
below it seemed too lonely a life! To those who gazed 
from such heights, how sordid the lower levels seemed! 

To those great souls that can follow Him far, God, the 
Triune God, gives the fellowship of Himself fully, but to 
such only does He give that fellowship. How whole- 
heartedly Mr. Whiteside used to sing, 


“For faith has caught the joyful sound, 
The song of saints on higher ground.” 


It was evident to all who knew him that he was singing 
out of his own experience. Said he to a young man whom 
the Lord had called into His service and who obeyed the 
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call, “God never saved you and sanctified you to entertain 
people, but to pray.” He had the right to say such things 
because his life said them to all who had eyes to see. 
“Whenever I looked into the face of Brother Whiteside 
I saw he was a crucified man—he was also buried with 
Christ—the resurrected and living Christ was there.” 
This is the word of Rev. William Christie, a missionary 
hero of the Tibetan border and himself a man of God and 
able to appreciate the rare qualities of a man like Mr. 
Whiteside. 

Many parts of the Word of God remind one of this 
lone-life aspect of Mr. Whiteside’s character. Perhaps 
the ninety-first Psalm illustrates it as well as any. Nat- 
urally he loved that Psalm and the following outline from 
it is one of his own and, though he had no thought of him- 
self in making the outline, he was illustrating his own life 
when he did so: 


Three Reasons for Answered Prayer, Psalm 91. 

1. “Because thou hast made the Lord thy habita- 
tion,” verse 9. 

2. “Because he hath set his love upon me,” verse 
14a. 

3. “Because he hath known my name,” verse 14b. 


Once more we would emphasize the testimony of the 
life of this faithful servant of God by quoting from the 
words of others. Mr. Thomas A. Miller, M.D., of Pitts- 
burgh, writes the following: 


“In a character so symmetrical, it is not easy to 
indicate the qualities which impressed one most. But 
surely the humility of the man must have impressed 
all who knew Mr. Whiteside well. As a result of 
the grace of humility, there was strikingly observable 
in him quietness and composure of spirit. And the 
impression one derived was of a peace, calm, placid, 
deep as a river...... Joy and gladness of soul were 
obvious and, I think, deep and abiding graces in him. 
Gentleness and kindliness were inseparably associated 
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with one’s observation of him...... He was a man of 
great faith and power in prayer. His was a rare 
prayer life. He habitually spent many hours a day 
in prayer, praise, thanksgiving, adoration, interces- 
sion, bringing down, as a faithful priest, blessings 
from heaven to men. You feel you would like to 
have eaves-dropped on this aged saint as he knelt at 
the Master’s feet in his secret prayer closet!” 


And the following sacred scene described by Rev. A. 
W. Bailey, a missionary of the South African General 
Mission, a scene reaching back almost to the prime of Mr. 
Whiteside’s life, may fittingly close this chapter: 


“The writer and the Rev. E. D. Whiteside occupied 
the same room at an All-Day Meeting in Corry, 
Pennsylvania, in 1899. This was my first meeting 
with that man of prayer. Several times during the 
night I was awakened to see a silent figure kneeling 
beside the bed. I have seen many men in prayer, in 
many lands, but there was a vivid eloquence in the 
very pose of that silent figure that burned deep the 
lesson of a helpless man, resting his entire weight on 
an Almighty Helper. I can still see that kneeling 
form, and it became to me the explanation of his life, 
and a challenge to mine. His ministry was prayer. 
Others might analyze the signs of drought, or gaze 
for the sign of a man’s hand in the sky, but it was 
his to write the sign of a man’s knees in the sand— 
God’s revival sign in all the years.” 


CHAPTER XIV 


Let me burn out for God. After all, whatever God may appoint, 
prayer is the great thing. Oh, that I may be a man of prayer. 
—Henry Martyn. 


WAITING FOR “SPEECH DAY”: PRAYER IS 
OVER, PRAISE BEGUN 


N ALL modern literature there is, perhaps, no more 
beautiful story to illustrate the power of right think- 
ing than Hawthorne’s Story of the Great Stone Face. 

It is long years since we read that story, but we remember 
something of it still. In the cliffs that rose abruptly from 
the sides of a beautiful valley there was a formation of 
tocks which in the distance, silhouetted against the sky, 
bore striking resemblance to a man’s face—a face depict- 
ing strength, wisdom and benevolence. The people who 
lived in the valley looked often at the face and as time 
went by there came to be the tradition among them that 
one day the man whose face was in the rocks would come 
and live in the valley. And his coming would mean bless- 
ing and prosperity to all the people. A poor lad who was 
born in the valley had the soul of a dreamer, a dreamer 
like Joseph, and as he worked in the fields he used often 
to look upon the great stone face and wonder when its 
prophecy would be fulfilled. The idea so possessed his 
soul that he grew to manhood still believing and hoping 
that one day, perhaps in his day, such a great, good man 
would come. And as the years rolled by he endeavored 
to live worthily of the ideals which the great stone face 
suggested. In his rest hours he would gaze from the 
veranda of his home at the face in the rocks and think of 
the glorious character of the coming benefactor of the 
people. And so by right thinking and right living he grew 
unconsciously to be a man of power and wisdom and a 
blessing to all his fellows who toiled and rejoiced and 
sorrowed with him in the valley. And when he had grown 
old, and his hair had turned grey, and his reputation as a 
great-souled benefactor had travelled far, there came to 
see him, one day, a discerning poet. They sat together on 
153 
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the veranda of the dreamer’s home in the twilight of an 
evening. The great stone face looked benignly at them 
from the edge of the valley. And lo, as the poet gazed 
at the face of stone and then at the face of his friend, 
his soul leaped with a great discovery! The dreamer had 
features like those in the great stone face! The great, 
good man of whom the legend of the valley told had come 
at last. 

But God, who created both rocks and men, has even a 
better way of transforming lives than that they should 
gaze oft upon an ideal, and think oft upon it. God is 
perfectly revealed in the Lord Jesus Christ and part of 
the process of the believer’s transformation is, indeed, to 
gaze upon Him, to consider Him, to behold Him as in a 
mirror. All of this we are admonished to do. But this is 
only a tiny fraction of what is done in turning a lost 
sinner into a redeemed and Christlike saint. This is our 
little part. And God’s great part in this wondrous Christ- 
conforming work is to regenerate the heart and, then, to 
come Himself and live in that heart and shine in His 
beauty through all the walk and work of that heart, until 
at last, if the heart keeps yielded to Him, he can look upon 
it and discover there His own image and likeness. 

Long before the Lord Jesus transferred the praying 
man, whose story we have been seeking to tell you in these 
pages, from the smoky atmosphere of Pittsburgh to the 
beatific air of heaven, his friends knew that he was grow- 
ing more and more like Jesus with each passing year. 
And no wonder! He had allowed Jesus to live His life 
through his heart. And he had gazed so long upon the 
face of his Lord, and his soul had been so enraptured with 
the vision of beauty, that some of its glory was reflected 
in His own face and shone through his own eyes. And 
he had heard so often words of Jesus spoken directly to 
his own soul that something of their tones of love and 
wisdom and grace got into his own voice. One of his 
observant friends remarked that Mr. Whiteside never 
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seemed to begin speaking until he had paused for a mo- 
ment as if to listen for the voice of Jesus within his own 
soul. He was Christlike, Christ Jesus lived in him. The 
beauty of the Lord his God was upon him, and God estab- 
lished the work of his hands (Psalm 90:17). 

But he was a pilgrim and a stranger to this world and 
_ his pilgrimage could not last always. God gave him here 
“three score years and ten,” and something over, but not 
“by reason of strength.” For always he was a frail man. 
His life was Christ and as he himself said, he had “the 
well Man” in his heart. Thus were his spirit, soul and 
body preserved blameless till his work was done and until 
the work of Christ in him was perfected. At last the 
Sculptor’s hands had finished their great and beautiful 
task. And the Lord Jesus drew off from the masterpiece 
He had made, we believe, and smiled complacently upon 
His disciple and said, “It is enough. The work is com- 
plete. I will take him to myself now where he may await 
his reward.” Then, on August 8, 1927, when he was 
seventy-eight years old, a convoy of bright angels were 
sent forth from glory to lead him up to the Father’s 
House. The Lord, we think arose from His place in this 
Father’s throne to meet him and smiled upon him with a 
wondrous smile of divine love. And the Father, too, wel- 
comed him home forever. The angels looked on with 
wondering gladness, and the church of the First-born was 
full of joy. And the much-loved friends—oh, so many 
of them who preceded him, clustered round him and 
shouted for very ecstasy. Then he saw, with no mist of 
doubt to disturb the certainty of the vision, that it was 
very far better to be absent from the body for a little 
while and be present forever with the Lord. 

While still in the body, and while to his loyal friends 
it was very evident that the outward man was perishing, 
he still asked for life, that he “might pray’ and “tell the 
story of Jesus.” The last words he said to the writer 
were these, “I desire to live that I may pray. I do not 
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want to go to heaven yet. I want to stay a while longer to 
pray.” That was more than a year before he went home. 
Those who had the high honor of ministering to him in 
his last weeks and days, tell us that those days were won- 
derfully occupied with praise and worship and prayer. 
And now, not for his sake, but for the comfort and in- 
spiration of our own lonely hearts who miss him so, and 
for the blessing it will mean to others, we record some- 
thing of those last days of his earthly pilgrimage. And 
of the last, not “sad” but hopefilled, rites concerning this 
shining name that has been added to the roll of heaven. 


We quote from the words of the Rev. R. F, C. 
Schwedler : 


“The last eight days and nights of Me Whiteside’s 
earthly life, the writer spent at his side, and was 
present when the soul of that great man of God de- 
parted to be with Jesus. Almost all of that time with 
the exception of the last three days when he sank 
into a state of coma, Mr. Whiteside poured out his 
soul in intercession. Such intercession, such travail- 
ing in unceasing prayer, such pleading and such in- 
timacy with God, the writer never before had the 
privilege of hearing. There was no loud crying, no 
straining, no raising of the voice, but in soft, mellow, 
modulated tones, he poured out his soul before God. 
His pleadings were irresistible, and we who were 
present knew God was harkening and answering; 
heaven and earth could not resist those appeals. We 
jotted down a number of striking utterances out of 
which we give the following: 


““He [Jesus] is so lovely. I desire to remain to 
extend His kingdom.’ 

“There are so few to tell about Jesus. I desire to 
remain to talk about His coming.’ 

““Oh, I want to remain and bring back the King!’ 

“ “God is the Superintendent, and I ran errands for 


Him. He told me what to do and I simply obeyed. 
All the glory is His.’ 
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“Some of his last words were, ‘His blood cleanses 
me,’ ‘Jesus is coming again.’ ” 


Miss Anna E. Hershey, long a member of the Home 
referred to in a foregoing chapter, wrote the following to 
a friend in India, after Mr. Whiteside had gone to be with 
Christ : 


“Of course you knew that his health had been fail- 
ing for some time, but he clung to life in order that 
he might work for the Lord. This passion for souls 
continued with him to the very end. A week before 
he died, he talked and prayed at some length, while 
Mrs. Hertig and Mrs. Griffiths were in the room to 
see him. He had been so weak that we did not think 
that he could talk to them at all, but the Lord seemed 
to give him supernatural strength and we ail gathered 
around to hear what seemed to be his dying message 
and which really was the last he spoke at any length. 
He praised and worshipped the Lord, saying, ‘I love 
Him; I adore Him. He is in my heart—Christ in you 
the hope of glory.’ Then he preached a real little 
sermon on salvation, telling us that it was not enough 
merely to have our sins forgiven, but we must live to 
promote the interests of our Lord Jesus Christ. He 
spoke of the second coming of Christ, saying that 
Jesus was coming very soon, and that His coming 
was the only hope for this old world. And then he 
repeated twice “Even so, come, Lord Jesus, come 
quickly.’ Thinking of his dying condition he said, 
‘There’s no one to tell the Story; I want to live to 
tell the Story.’ Soon afterwards, he said, ‘If this is 
death, Thy will, not mine be done. Amen.’ Once 
again he said, ‘I desire to live to promote the interest 
of our Lord Jesus Christ.’ ” 


Thus passed this noble warrior, this humble, praying 
saint, this exemplar ofthe grace and love of Christ. 


Once more let us gather in Carnegie Hall. The occa- 
sion is the funeral of the praying man of Pittsburgh, the 
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largest funeral the undertaker had ever seen. The great 
auditorium is nearly filled with friends of this man of 
God. And their presence is silent testimony to the wide- 
ness of his horizon and the bigness of his life. But the 
audience is unusual in another sense than in number. 
Those who knew many of Mr. Whiteside’s friends would 
have observed that a great percentage of that audience 
were Christian workers—preachers, teachers, mission 
workers, missionaries, evangelists, and others who give 
their time to toiling in the Master’s vineyard. This again 
is a tribute of honor to the brother who has left them. 
We need not linger long for we, with those gathered, 
recognize that Mr. Whiteside is not present. His tent is 
folded and he has gone on into the King’s presence there 
to abide. The Rev. R. F. C. Schwedler, Mr. Whiteside’s 
successor, has charge of the service. Appropriate hymns 
are sung, and fitting portions of God’s words of comfort 
and hope are read. Then Rev. H. M. Shuman, president 
of the Christian and Missionary Alliance, speaks tenderly 
and lovingly of the life of Mr. Whiteside, emphasizing 
the missionary character of that life. He is followed by 
others, all of them dear friends who bear testimony to the 
blessing that came to themselves and to God’s great church 
through the life that is departed. We have not room here 
for all that was said, but each word of testimony and each 
tribute of praise to the Lord Jesus for His gift to the 
church in the person of Mr. Whiteside—all, is in keeping 
with what we have before observed. Among the testi- 
monies of the next chapter will be found some of the 
things that were said. Then all that was mortal of God’s 
servant, whose story we have told so inadequately, was 
tenderly carried to a cemetery on a hillside of the city 
which owes to him an eternal debt, there to wait the 
morning of the first resurrection. The dawning of that 
morning is close at hand. Stand with us at that humble 
grave and listen while brave voices of men and women, 
who sorrow in a living hope, sing the following lines, 
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concerning the return of the Lord Jesus and those who 
“sleep” in Him: 
“Ojft methinks I hear His footsteps 
Stealing down the paths of time 
And the future, dark with shadows, 
Brightens with this hope sublime: 
Sound the soul-inspiring anthem, 
Angel hosts, your harps attune, 
Earth’s long night is almost over 
Christ is coming, coming soon, 
Earth’s long night is almost over, 
Christ is coming, coming soon.” 


And as we turn away from that grave, which has no 
victory, and turn our faces to the dawn which is to come 
so soon, may we not say of Mr. Whiteside, what was said 
of Lincoln, when his eyes had closed in death, ‘““Now he 
belongs to the ages’? For whose names will be so illus- 
trious in the coming ages as the names of those who 
meekly followed the Lamb whithersoever He went, with- 
out shrinking from the rugged path along which He must 
needs go in order to bring a lost world back to God? 


11 


CHAPTER XV 


It is impossible to overestimate the effect of a good man’s 
prayers; they are as streams or trees, which go on flowing and 
bearing fruit long after they were originated. The legacy of a 
good man’s prayers is of priceless worth. He may have long since 
passed to his rest; but God remembers them, and answers them 
in blessings to the next generation. 

—F. B. Meyer, in Our Daily Homily. 


A CLOUD OF WITNESSES: A LITTLE OF THE 
AFTERGLOW OF A LIFE OF PRAYER 


UR beloved brother, E. D. Whiteside, has finished 
his course with joy, and has entered into the palace 
of the King. Every member of the Board 

acknowledges his debt to God for the gift of such a noble 
life, and extends deepest sympathy to relatives and friends 
in this great loss. He was a valued member of our Board, 
and many answers to difficult problems were brought 
about only by his wisdom and understanding of the will 
of God. In his widely extended ministry from his home 
branch in Pittsburgh, he touched innumerable lives with 
blessing. He was an ardent soul-winner, a true mission- 
ary, with a perishing world weighing constantly upon his 
heart. He was a devoted pastor and minister who tenderly 
cared for his flock. He was a congenial co-worker, and a 
rare exponent of the full Gospel. Death is swallowed up 
in glorious victory. 
—Signed by the Board of Managers of the 
Christian and Missionary Alliance, New 
York City. 


We desire, first of all, to give expression of our grati- 
tude to God for the rich and rare privilege which has been 
ours during a period of years, of being associated with 
one whose life was so fully yielded to God, and through 
whom God could so fully manifest Himself. 

“As we contemplate this life, it seems to us that to know 
the will of God and to do it was Brother Whiteside’s chief 
desire and delight. It is not strange that one who was so 
filled with the Spirit of our Lord Jesus Christ and who 
could say with Him, ‘I delight to do Thy will, O my God,’ 
should reflect so many traits of our Master in his daily 
life. We should not soon forget his humility, his gentle 
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and gracious courtesy, his faithfulness as a friend and 
brother in Christ, and his ardent zeal for the glory of his 
Oa ds Daeg 8 The Holy Spirit, who indwelt his life, had 
taken of the things of Christ and had shown them unto 
him in such a remarkable manner that he was an excep- 
tionally gifted teacher of the Word, and we recall with 
gratitude many occasions when he opened to us the treas- 
ures hidden in the sacred page. His consuming passion 
for the lost and his delight in interceding in behalf of 
others have brought multitudes into saving relationship 
with Jesus Christ...... As we contemplate such a life, 
adorned so richly with the grace of the Spirit, we are con- 
strained to pray: 
“Lord, I want that adorning divine 
Which only Thy grace can bestow. 


I want in those beautiful garments to shine, 
Which distinguish Thy household below.” 


—The Pittsburgh District Council of the 
South African General Mission. 


He had a quiet way of doing things—just slipped 
around and it was done before you knew it. I have seen 
him get down beside drunken men and pray for them, and 
have seen them arise just as sober as any man here. We 
are not eulogizing the dead, but simply telling you what a 
man can do who is wholly consecrated...... It was im- 
possible to live in sin and get very close to Brother White- 
side, there was such conviction in his presence. I had the 
privilege of being associated with him in the service of the 
Lord. I loved him as a father, and when I get to glory, 
after a conversation with Jesus, I am going to look up 
Brother Whiteside. Oh, consecrate yourselves to God and 
let His mantle fall on you. 


—Tue Rev. Jas. M. Moore, 
at Mr. Whiteside’s Funeral. 
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Rev. E. D. Whiteside and Mrs. Whiteside were very 
dear friends of mine. I knew them intimately for many 
years. I would like to bear testimony to their beautiful 
Christian characters. Like the Master whom they loved 
and served so loyally, they seemed to lose sight of their 
own weariness when an opportunity for serving others 
came to them for comfort or advice, no matter how un- 
reasonable the hour or how many other cares pressed upon 
Seah... The memory of them is fragrant with loving 
deeds of kindness...... In truth I can say, “I thank God 
upon every remembrance of them.” : 


—Mrs. J. B. Curry, Valencia, Pennsylvania. 


Of him and just as surely of his noble wife—who was 
such a tower of strength to him in every way—lI am pre- 
pared to say they were, indeed, valiant soldiers, ever ready 
and efficient servants of Jesus Christ. They were prayer 
warriors of prevailing quality. “Pillars’ upon whom 
many were not afraid to depend while building with eter- 
nal issues in view...... Souls with a “single eye,” that 
took in the needs of the white and waiting harvest in both 
its near and very far aspects; and who made it their 
chief joy “to serve the living and true God and to wait 
for His Son from heaven.” It is certain that theirs was 
an “abundant entrance” into “the joy of the Lord.” 

—Muiss Etta E. Birp, Baltimore, Maryland. 


How Mr. Whiteside inspired my soul. In the year 
1924 I received a call of God to take charge of the evan- 
gelistic branch of the work of the New Covenant Mission 
to the Jews, in the ciy of Pittsburgh. Brother White- 
side was then the first vice-president of our Mission. His 
saintly life and prayers on behalf of Israel, and on my 
behalf, led me to join the Christian and Missionary Alli- 
ance. Through his prayers my blind eyes were opened to 
see the Lord Jesus Christ as my Saviour, Sanctifier, 
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Healer and soon-coming Lord. I praise God that through 
His leadings I learned to know this wonderful man of 
God. 


—Rev. Joun Sotomon, Pittsburgh. 


My fellowship with him was ever new, refreshing, in- 
spiring, surprising. His presence was a charm to me. 
His humility astonished me as I beheld his superiority in 
spiritual wisdom...... His kindness and tact in correction 
or rebuke amazed me. 

—SoLomMon F. Gorpon, 
Secretary Pittsburgh District Council, 
South African General Mission. 


It was very noticeable to those of us who occasionally 
were privileged to confer with Mr. Whiteside upon mat- 
ters touching the work of God, that his restful and calm 
life resulted from his habitual communion with the Most 
RA On one occasion while we were gathered in 
our brother’s room for prayer in connection with the many 
needs of the Mission, the writer enumerated a large num- 
ber of workers and mission stations to be brought before 
the mercy seat. During the hour of intercession we all 
prayed earnestly, but when Brother Whiteside led us, it 
seemed that he had all the items indelibly printed upon his 
heart, for he prayed earnestly for all. The truth was that 
he made prayer the supreme business of his life. May we 
do likewise ! ; 

—ArtTuHUR J. Bowen, 
Secretary American Council, South 
African General Mission. 


Being of sound judgment, he was, of course, a wise 
counsellor. The Lord had given him the tongue of one 
that is taught that he might sustain with his words him 
that was weary. Quite unnecessary is it to refer to his 
rich knowledge of the Scriptures. No man possibly could 
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live his prayer life and walk in such intimate communion 
with the Living Word and not be at home and deeply 
versed in the written Word. Feeding in those succulent 
green pastures would be to him as necessary as breathing. 
Hence he was thoroughly furnished, able to exhort, ex- 
pound, rebuke, reprove, encourage as needed. 

—Dr. Tuomas A. MILLER, Pittsburgh. 


During a pastorate here in Pittsburgh some fifteen years 
ago, I became convicted as never before that the preaching 
of the Gospel would never bring the world to conversion. 
Memories of boyhood days were revived, for my dear 
father was somewhat interested in premillennial truth. 
Prompted, as I can now see it, by the Holy Spirit, I 
sought out Brother Whiteside at the Alliance Home here 
in Allegheny. Naturally timid, my heart thumped as I 
knocked at the door of that Home, and was ushered into 
the presence of the dear man of God and there I surely 
felt the power of God. As quickly as possible I delivered 
myself of my mission, after having introduced myself as 
the pastor of a local congregation. My question: 
“Brother Whiteside, I am interested in the subject of the 
Lord’s second coming, but am at sea where I might find 
reliable teaching on the subject. Will you kindly recom- 
mend some reliable book on the subject?” His reply was, 
“My dear brother, it is not books you need, but the Book. 
The Word will give you the only reliable teaching on the 
subject.” After further questioning, he evidently diag- 
nosed the deep desire and need, and prayed with me in a 
fervent and fatherly manner. Ready to leave his pres- 
ence, I offered my hand with thanks, when he detained 
me, went to his study, and brought me a volume on the 
subject, urging me to read it in the light of the Word. I 
fairly devoured this book, and within a short time re- 
turned it, this presenting another opportunity for further 
fellowship. Since that time I am fully convinced of this 
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glorious truth and have been preaching it enthusiastically. 
Contact with my Lord in the person of Brother Whiteside 
has thus thrilled my soul! 

—Rev. J. Georce KNIPPEL. 


Brother Whiteside put me in jail thirty-two years ago 
and I have been there ever since. The further down the 
people with whom he dealt, the longer his arm and the 
deeper his love seemed to be. Scores of workers of de- 
nominational churches came to him for fellowship and 
prayer. 

Statement made by Miss Annie McFedries at Mr. 
Whiteside’s funeral. Miss McFedries is well known all 
over Pittsburgh for her efficient work among the down- 
and-outs of all classes. 


On the occasion of Miss Stella Rudy’s very severe ill- 
ness while she was a student at Nyack, her life seemed to 
be slipping out and it was decided that Miss Ella Rudy, 
her sister, should go to Nyack, from Pittsburgh, to be 
with her. Before she left for Nyack Mr. Whiteside took 
her hands in his and prayed, “Lord put Thine anointing 
upon these hands.”’ She went to Nyack. Her sister was 
so low that she was not permitted to see her until the next 
morning. Miss Ella Rudy then laid her hands upon her 
sister and prayed for her healing. She was healed in- 
stantly. Miss Ella Rudy has spent twenty years on the 
mission field, and her sister, Miss Stella Rudy, fifteen 
years on the same field. 


—Indirectly quoted testimony of Miss Ella 
Rudy at Mr. Whiteside’s funeral. 


He was extreme in humility. On one occasion he said 
to me, “I can do nothing of myself, but I can trust Jesus.” 
—Rev. CHARLES VANARSDALE, 
One of Mr. Whiteside’s “Boys.” 
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He was a man of great grace. He loved the mission- 
aries because they were Christ’s servants. He lavished 
his love upon them, thereby reminding them of Christ’s 
love. Once when I passed through Pittsburgh and stopped 
off to see him Brother Whiteside was then in his sixties. 
He insisted on carrying my grip all the way to the Union 
Station from 320 Cedar Avenue. And upon learning that 
I intended to ride in the day-coach during the night, he 
quickly slipped over to the window and purchased a Pull- 
man ticket. Upon handing it to me, while I protested, he 
said, “You need rest.” Brother Whiteside never thought 
of himself. 

—ReEv. WILLIAM CHRISTIE, 
Thirty Years a Pioneer Missionary on the Tibetan 
Border and Later Foreign Secretary of the 
Christian and Missionary Alliance. 


His one passion was to live “to tell the story of Jesus 
and His love.” He never feared to spend his last dollar. 
He knew the key that opened the store-house. We had 
many nights of prayer at his home. He was always the 
leader. Some would doze off and some would slip away, 
but Mr. Whiteside was always the last one to leave the 
room. 

—Mrs. WituiaM B. Hoac, Pittsburgh, 
Long a Member of Mr. Whiteside’s 
Congregation. 


A man with one supreme desire—to do the will of God. 
His life was a demonstration of that desire. He was in- 
strumental in molding the lives of many to the will of God. 
He was one of the kindest and most unselfish of men. 

—Rev. G. VERNER Brown, 
Supt. Eastern District of the Christian 
and Missionary Alliance. 
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In 1898 I left New York at the request of the Board 
to assume the pastorate of the New Castle church. Dr. 
Simpson said, “Whatever Mr. Whiteside says to do, do 
it.” I looked on a map of Pennsylvania and found that 
Pittsburgh was some fifty miles from New Castle. I 
wondered what Mr. Whiteside could have to do with a 
work so far away, but soon found that Pittsburgh was 
far too small to fill Mr. Whiteside’s heart...... Although 
he was doing enough in this great city to occupy the time 
of two or three men, he was reaching out to other cities. 


- —Rev. E. J. Ricuarps, 


Home Secretary of the Christian 
and Missionary Alliance. 


The passing on to be with the Lord of our greatly be- 
loved and deeply respected Rev. E. D. Whiteside on 
August 8, was a loss almost irreparable to our District. 
His life of prayer was like a mighty bulwark against 
demon inroads, and a source of untold blessing otherwise. 
His interest in the cause of missions and his devotion to 
that cause was marked by constant prayer and sacrificial 
SERNICE: 0. He had a passionate love for the Lord Jesus 
Christ which flowed out in a burning desire for the lost. 
He was a lover and winner of souls. We miss his form, 
we miss his message, we miss his prayers and influence. 
But we thank God for his useful life lived in our midst 
and in our work. 


—Committee of the Eastern District Prayer 
Conference, Christian and Missionary 
Alliance. 


I never knew a man who was more free from self- 
predication than Brother Whiteside. He had no con- 
fidence in the flesh. Toward others there was a stream 
of service, sacrifice and suffering. I have known him to 
take the clothes off his back, the shoes off his feet and the 
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last penny he had in his pocket and give them to others. 
Bute Toward God, he gloried in his sonship, gloried in 
the worship of God. And I never knew a man in whom 
the Word of God dwelt more richly. He knew what he 
had been saved from—sin and all that it entails—and that 
he was saved for service, unto the coming of the Lord 
Gesus Christ.......'. I owe more to him when it comes to 
what I am today in my ministry and mission, than to any 
man in the world. 
—Rev. HerBert Dyke, 


Pastor in Orlando, Florida. 


He was very humble, did not wish, nor would he accept 
praise, and was very quick to acknowledge his mistakes. 
ev. God gave him wonderful tact and wisdom, also dis- 
cernment. If one went to him with tales of others, his 
eyes seemed to pierce one through, or rather it was the 


Marist it him... ... He was my beloved pastor for many 
years, spiritual leader, staunch friend to the end of his 
wonderful life...... Words seem inadequate to tell what 


he was to us all here in the Pittsburgh Tabernacle. 
—Mrkrs. A. H. Turner. 


I first met Rev. E. D. Whiteside when he addressed a 
Young People’s Rally in Pittsburgh, soon after my con- 
version. His saintliness and definiteness of faith im- 
pressed me at once. I came in contact with him in a gen- 
eral way while a student of a Bible School in Pittsburgh 
in 1905, when he was leading in his quiet prayerful way 
the very successful Pittsburgh Convention. At that time, 
the young men who were attending the Bible School 
sought the spiritual leadership and satisfactory advice of 
Mr. Whiteside, though he was in no way connected with 
the school. This was a tribute to his piety and wisdom in 
the Lord. In 1913 I became pastor of the Central Chris- 
tian Church of Pittsburgh. Proximity enabled me fre- 
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quently to come in touch with Mr. Whiteside, both in his 
church and in his Home at 320 Cedar Avenue. His hos- 
pitality in the home and in the pulpit were always marked 
and one always left him feeling that he had been in the 
presence of a priest of God. 


—Rev. Joun H. Caste, 


Principal of the Missionary Tratning 
Institute, Nyack-on-Hudson. 


* 


He was a faithful pastor. Of this I need not write at 
length—it it too well known. But I have known him to 
travel long distances to make one pastoral call, and he did 
not go by automobile. At one time when the ministers of 
the western Pennsylvania section of the Christian and 
Missionary Alliance were holding their monthly session 
of prayer in a town distant from Pittsburgh, at the dinner 
hour, after the morning session of prayer, Brother White- 
side was missing. No one seemed to know where he could 
be at that time. He had gone off to call on someone in 
need. He did not go during the morning, when there was 
a prayer service, nor did he go in the afternoon when, 
again, there was a prayer service, but he chose the lunch 
hour in which to minister in prayer and fellowship to one 
in need. 

—Rev. ArtHur Perris, Pittsburgh. 


His little prayer-list books are very interesting. In his 
prayer calendars he had the names of the missionaries and 
their stations interspersed with Scripture verses, and 
prayers, such as, “Grant them the anointing of the Holy 
One”; “make known Thy love for these heathen”; “visit 
this section in the name of Jesus, by Thy Spirit”; “Fill 
with the Holy Ghost and power, O Lord,” etc. 


—Muiss ANNA E. HERSHEY, 
(Excerpt from Leiter to Missionary Friend.) 
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With several others I was at the altar seeking to be 
filled with the Holy Spirit. Brother Whiteside knelt be- 
side me as I prayed and waited. “Has He come in?” 
Brother Whiteside asked. “I think so,” I replied. “That 
will not do,” he answered. I saw his meaning. “Then, 
yes, I take Him at His Word. I have put all on the altar 
unreservedly. I will believe His promise to come in and 


Ser a. 5. I went on reckoning the transaction done. 
The Bible became a new Book. Promises seemed literally 
to stand out on its pages...... I received new faith for 


trials, severe, physical, mental and spiritual. My soul at 
times magnified the Lord. I had strength almost unlim- 
ited for teaching, caring for the sick or dying, and many 
kinds of Christian service. I praise God for men like 
Mr. Whiteside, who know the way and can help others to 
find God. 

—Mrs. E. J. Catvert, Oi City, Pennsylvania. 


Brother Whiteside’s messages were so centered in Christ 


that they were easy to receive. 
—Mr. WEBER. 


Mr. Whiteside was a man of rare wisdom. He was 
constantly seeking it from above. Mrs. Whiteside said 
that he never rested except on his knees. In the many 
duties and responsibilities he was, at all times, composed, 
and of few words, ministering to everyone who came. 

—EmmMa WOLESLAGEL, Pittsburgh. 


He was indeed a spiritual father, in his ministry in 
hundreds of homes throughout his extensive parish. Well 
do we remember the day he visited our home at the time 
of great need and discouragement. One of our sisters 
was very low with severe spinal disease and nervous pros- 
tration, not having stood on her feet for weeks. The 
slightest noise or disturbance in the house seemed un- 
bearable. Brother Whiteside quietly knelt in prayer at the 
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bedside, anointing with oil, according to the Word at 
offering the prayer of faith. In a short time our inval 
sister was healed and walking through the house praisit 
God. What a pall was lifted from our home that da’ 
Thus God used him to bring life and joy and cheer 
many homes and hearts. 

—Excerpt from article by Rev. J. D. Williams 
of the Board of Managers of the Christian 
and Missionary Alliance and Educational 
Secretary. 


Mr. Whiteside was not an orator, or a public hero. F 
was a Saint in the deepest sense of the word. To be wi 
him was to have a sense of the divine presence; to pri 
with him was to be led into the “Holy of Holies.” F 
about fifteen years it was my privilege annually to wo 
with him in the great Pittsburgh convention. I look 
forward to those visits with the keenest anticipation—n 
was I ever disappointed. I can see those great crow 
now, gathered in Carnegie Hall, from morning until nig] 
for seven or eight days. The very building seemed gild 
with the glory of God, and the power of the Holy Spi 
rested upon the weakest and poorest of us preachers. 
think the people sometimes wondered why the presence 
the Lord was so real, but some of us knew the secr 
While we were before the public, that dear faithful m 
of God, with his face turned to heaven, was intercedi 
for hours at atime. He was a real Epaphroditus, “alwa 
laboring fervently in prayer.” I do not think that I ey 
met another servant of Christ who was so humble as | 
seeking not his own but ever the glory of God.. 
Surely a great man of God was taken from our mi 
when the Lord called E. D. Whiteside home. 


—Rev. W. P. PuHIvprott, 
Pastor Moody Memorial Church, Chicagc 
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